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hen ( loll people what I do for a living their response is. more often than not. "well, that’s. .. 
interesting." And I’ve experienced this enough times to know they're not stunned by the fact 
that 1 edit a horror magazine, they’re stunned that 1 am doing it without the benefit of a peni.s. 
This subject comes up over and over again whenever I’m interviewed. "Why are there so few 
women interested in horror films?” The obvious answer: the hoiTor genre is and always has been a giant 
boys club - girls need not apply. The misconception: it’s a genre women have had very little interest in or 
know veiy little about. 

Women have, in fact, had a hand in the progression of the genre - especially in the arena of literature 
(Ann RadclifTe and Mary Shelley, to name a couple ofheavy-hiuers). Yet, there arc still very few female 
horror directors. The short list of notable ones include the inimitable and prolific Doris Wishman. who 
made dozens of exploitation movies before 1 1.U. Lewis picked up a camera, the late Debra Hill, who co- 
produced and co-wrote [lalkween and The Fog with .lohn Carpenter. Jackie Kong {The Being), Barbara 
Peters (w'ho. incidentally, was consistently undemiined on her Humanoids from the Deep shoot). Amy 
Holden Jones (Slumber Parly Massacre), Virginia L. Stone {Run... Ij You Can!), Kathryn Bigelow (Near 
Dark). Mary Lambert {Pel Sema(ary). Roberta Findlay (Snuff. Prime F.vil), Antonia Bird (Ravenou.s), 
Mary llairon (American P.sycho), Virginie Despentes (Baise-moi). HIza Kephart (Graveyard Alive) and, 
more recently, actress Angela Beilis, who inverted roles with director Lucky McKee for Roman, their sis- 
ter film to Mav. Also noteworthy is Irailblazer Hmily Hagins, the twelve-year-old girl wdio directed the 
zombie film Pathogen. 

Still, that number is distressingly low. Part of this is due to the gender bias that exists in the film indus- 
try as a whole. Sadly, it’s still difficult for some men to accept women in positions of authority, despite 
the fact that many big smdios are nin by women and the President of the Directors Guild of America is 
now a woman (Martha Coolidge). Believe me. I've been on set in the past doing visual effects direction 
and 1 can tell you w'ith absolute certainly that it's monumentally challenging to get a crew of 50 guys to 
do what they’re told unless you're screaming at them. Strong men are considered "leaders." strong w'omen 
are considered "bitches.” 

Perhaps the bias exists as a result of the stigma that women are soft and nurturing and thereby aren’t 
meant to explore the dark or the transgressive, perhaps it’s just a reflection of gender politics women con- 
tinue to face in all industries. There’s no one clear answer but. sadly, it's the current state of affairs. Per- 
sonally, I’ve had very little trouble being accepted in the horror industry' and have not addressed the issue 
in my editorials because it has had little relevance to the magazine. The men I’ve met have all accepted 
me without equivocation. But that's ju.st it: it’s .still their club I've been "accepted to.” I'd like to see this 
change. 

Given that the number of women attending cinema screenings of horror films now marginally exceeds 
male attendance figures for the flret time (according to the Motion Picture Association), with any luck, 
things could move foiward. Prelty-scary.net, a website dedicated to women in horror by women in hoiTor, 
is a good example of a collective of female genre fans and aspiring filmmakers who are drawn together 
not because they're feminists, but rather because they’ve ju.st started their own club in the hopes of get- 
ting noticed. 

Likewise. Warp X, a new UK-based digital film studio, has established a unique training and produc- 
tion initiative called Darklight: Women Direct Horror to encourage female directors to make horror films. 
Of the 76 applicants, ten were chosen to be part of two workshops - tutored by director Richard Stanley 
(Diisi Devil. Hardware), among others. Four of the directors will get develop their ideas into full treat- 
ments. two of which Warp X plans to grcenlight for production in 2008. 

While I would hardly label this a revolution, it's a step in the right direction. For Those of you tlinching 
at the idea of some impending feminist hon or cinema rebellion, you can relax. I don’t anticipate any of 
these women making righteou.s. gender-based tilms that will somehow exclude men. Like the ladies 
who’ve stepped behind the camera in the past, 1 bet they'll be doing what the guys have been doing all 
along: using horror as a sounding board to exorcise their fears and, I hope, tell good hoiTor stories while 
they’re at it. dammit. 
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TO TH E S HOCK, of both film critics and 
genre fan.s, Grindhoiise did terribly in its open- 
ing weekend. When something like this is 
beaten out by an Ice Cube family comedy, you 
know wc’rc in trouble! But 1 think there’s 
more going on here than poor timing (Easter 
Weekend). As I was watching the movie, a 
couple of things occurred to me. For one, 
while I thoroughly enjoyed Robert 
Rodriguez’s Lucio Fulci-esque PkiiK Terror. I 
found myself thinking, “What’s the point?” If 
I want to see a Lucio Fulci film, why don’t I 
just watch a Lucio Fulci film? Maybe 1 was 
hoping that sharing something like this with 
the general public might enhance the viewing 
experience or maybe after this film, grind- 
house movies could possibly go mainstream. 
But here’s the real problem; we’re all sick and 
tired of remakes and homages. Whether wc’rc 
willing or ready to admit it - that’s the truth. 

Tarik Polansky - La Jolla, California 

YOUR FEATURE “Sex, Violence and 
42nd Streef ’ was an eye-opener. I never real- 
ized that there was such a thing as “grind- 
house” movies. 1 think the closest I came to a 
grindhouse movie was a double feature of 
Siiper/ly/Sliuf. I asked numerous video outlets 
if they have the grindhou.se double feature I 
Drink Your Blood!! Eat Your Skin and they all 
looked at me as if I was weird. 

Paul Dale Roberts - 
Elk Grove, California 

I SAW GR/NDHOU5f days after buy- 
ing RM#66. The Rodriguez segment and the 
previews were great. Unfortunately, the Taran- 
tino segment was very talky, more like Reser- 
voir Dogs than a slasher film. From reading all 
the interviews in the genre magazines I expect- 
ed a slasher film with a car, instead I get girls 
talking for an hour! He even said he wanted it 
to look ’70s but the scratches and jumps dis- 
appear in his segment. 

Gary Terminc - 
East Hampton, Connecticut 

DESPITE some conflicting opinions on 
certain films {TCM remake), you have never 
lead me astray when seeking an unbiased 


review of a DVD or feature film. That said, 
why is there so much hate for Dario Argento’s 
MoH episode “Pelts”? It was slagged for being 
sleazy, misogynist and trite... those are the 
things that make it wonhwhilc! In the film 
Meat Loaf is the ultimate scumbag, concerned 
with nothing except money and sleeping with 
a stripper, and in the end he gets his just 
deserts when the haunted coat commands him 
to skin himself! If that’s not the equation for an 
entertaining piece of cinema then what is? 

Jim Sheppard - 
Albuquerque, New Mexico 

K.UDOS to the design team for making the 
mag a visual masterpiece and I 'm sure the craft- 
manship of the magazine will always remain 
top-notch. As a graphic designer. I not only read 
your magazine from cover to cover, but I also 
LOOK at your magazine from cover to cover. It 
certainly keeps me occupied for at least a week. 

“Mouse” - address withheld 

T HAN KS to your magazine I no longer am 
making uninformed decisions when renting 
genre movies. Even though those days are long 
past, wandering through the video store not 
knowing what to expect when you popped in 
that old VHS was fun. I now have not only an 
idea of what I’d like to rent or purchase, but also 
a context for the film I am watching. By context 
i mean that I am perpetually intrigued by the 
way you focus on the history, world culture and 
philosophy of horror. 

Seth Rector - Hattiesburg, Mississippi 

I HAVE BEEN A FAN of all things horror 
and your magazine for years now. 1 am 24- 
years-old and have many original short stories, 
novels and screenplays written. The only thing 
is, I am not really sure on how to get them out 
into the public eye. So, I turn to my favorite 
genre magazine for advice. What is the best 
way to become published in this field? What is 
the process for getting truly great and original 
ideas to the people who can turn them into 
books and films? Help me Rue Morgue, you’re 
my only hope. 

Christopher Green - 
Malden, Massachusetts 


The best wm- to get your work out there is 
to do just that: submit short stories to fiction 
magazines and publishers (such as Medal- 
lion, who's currently seeking authors), shoot 
short films and submit those to festivals, 
attend conventions and make contacts. In a 
nutshell, work it. May the force he with vou. 
- Ed. 


RE: NOTE From Underground # 66 It seems 
to me that there are two kinds of horror fans; 
those who indulge in horror because they 
enjoy the thrill of fear and those who experi- 
ence it as a kind of catharsis. I’m among the 
former, so I guess that makes me a kind of 
“good time” horror fan. I can count the num- 
ber of nightmares that I’ve had in my life on 
one hand. I’ve got a good friend who’s 
among the other class of horror fan. He has 
nightmares a lot, and has night terrors. Yet, 
he’s even more of a horror fan than I am. That 
sounds a lot like you Jovanka, from what I 
can tell. To him, and I guess for you, too. it 
seems like horror is a kind ofrelease. While I 
don’t get that, I think that it’s cool that you’re 
happy w'ith who you are and what you want 
("Bring on the nightmares,” indeed). Maybe 
its the cathartic fans who are the true horror 
fans, anyway. Maybe its you who produce the 
truly dark art that keeps the genre fresh and 
vital. Anyway, while I’m glad that I don’t 
suffer from nightmares, I guess Fm glad that 
there are some that do. 

Josh Austin - Nevvnan, Georgia 

Correction: Last issue we listed Steve Niles 
as the writer r;/'Death Dealer #7, when it u'fl.9 
in fact written by .loshua Ortega. Rue 
Morgue regrets the error. 


b We encourage readers to send their comments via - 
I maii or e-maii. Letters may be edited for length and/or 
" emtent Piease send to intoirue-morgue.oom or: - 

POST MOItTFM 

C/0 RUE MORGUE MAGAZME ' 

2926 RUUgAS STREET WEST 
TOROHTa. ONTARtO MSP 1Y8 CANADA 


KUf MORGUE 7 ^ 






cf/1 0^07707 Sr a ppenin^j 

Versus director helms Barker’s Midnight Meat Train 


Back in 2004. Clive Barker announced his 
Midnight Picture Show production company, 
along with Seraphim Films, were set to adapt 
tliiilecn “Films of Blood.” based on short sto- 
ries from his iconic Books of Blood collec- 
tions. With his hands full writing Ahanu 3 
and The Scarlet Gospels, plus his huge paint- 
ing projects. Barker offered the scripts 
{penned by a variety of writers) up to other 
directors. Filmmaker Ryuhei Kilamura, the 
Japanese auteur behind the hyperkinetic 
splatter-action epics Versus and Azumi. 
immediately took interest in Miduighl Meat 
Train, the gory talc of a killer in the subway 
system, taken from the first volume of the 
Books o f Blood. 

■■[I first read] ‘Midnight Meat Train' twen- 
ty years ago and [it] left a real impression on 
me." Kitamura tells Rue Morgue. "1 love the 
original story and love Clive Barker, so 1 said 
to them. T would love to do Midnight Meat 
Train but 1 cannot believe the script is going 
to be any good. 1 know that this is too good to 
be tnie.’ But they sent me the script and it was 
indeed really good, so 1 agreed to do it and 
told my agent that I could make a great movie 
out of this." 

After several false starts, the first film in 
the series finally began production in Los 
Angeles this spring. Though some of the 
Books of Blood stories, such as “Rawhead 
Rex." have been poorly adapted to screen in 
the past, Kitamura is confident that Meat 
Train will bring out the best in Barker’s 
source material. 

"1 met Cli\'e and told him how much I haled 
these stupid Ilellraiser sequels." admits Kita- 
mura, who is making his North American 
debut with Meat Train. "1 mean, they are 
insulting. I am a veiy honest man and when 1 
spoke with Clive 1 said, ‘What the flick are 


they doing to these films? 1 
mean, conic on!' So Mid- 
night Meat Train is a great 
opportunity to raise Clive 
Barker movies back up in 
stature." 

The film is about a big 
city photographer named 
Leon KaulTman. played by 
Alias star Bradley Cooper, 
who travels to dangerous, 
rundown places pho- 
tographing morbid images. 

On one of his excursions he 
encounters Mahogany, a 
mysterious silent man {The 
Condemned's Vinnie Jones) 
with whom he becomes 
obsessed. Investigating, he 
discovers that Mahogany is 
employed at a meat plant 
and always travels home on the subway after 
work. When people go missing all over the 
city. Leon connects the grisly deaths to 
Mahogany. 

“The original short story only happens dur- 
ing the last 30 minutes of this movie," Kita- 
mura reveals, adding that although he feels 
the Barker link will be its major sell, he also 
hopes to use the opportunity to create a new 
gore classic. 

“For two years 1 was looking for the right 
project to do in America and 1 actually 
became very angry with my manager and my 
agent because they kept sending me these B- 
level action and hoiror scripts." he says. “T 
have always loved hoiror movies but 1 want- 
ed to do something more sophisticated than 
the stulT 1 was being offered. For me. the 
golden age of hoiror was the 1 980s with The 
Howling, Friday the 13th and Maniac. 1 



Oliver Barker and Versus director Ryuhei Kitamura on the set of 

Midnight Meat Train. 


haven't seen a good splatter movie in twenty 
years. I mean. 1 would prefer to watch Hal- 
loween or Maniac again than watch Ho.'iiel. " 

Making the transition from Asia to the US 
for his first English-language film may seem 
like a daunting task, but for Kitamura. who 
speaks fluent English, it was an easy move. "1 
grew up watching Hollywood movies,” he 
laughs. "1 think 1 am vciy different from 
other Japanese filmmakers and when 1 made 
le/isr/.v back in 2000 there was nothing like 
that being made in my countiy. 1 always felt 
like an outsider back home, so it feels really 
natural to be out here." 

Midnight Meal Train is set for an early 
2008 release from Lionsgate. Seraphim 
Films executive producers Joe Daley and 
Anthony DiBlasi recently announced that the 
next film in the series will be Pig Blood 
Blues, which will be directed by DiBlasi. 
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Gorman’s Lccchcs to rise 
again in remake 





Brett Kelly: The indie filmmaker plans to expand on the plot from the original Roger Carman film. 


“it has this Tennessee Williams touch that just 
comes out of nowhere.” 

To create their own take on the cult film. 
Kelly and O’Brien plan to rework its 
schlocky sensibility with a fiin. tongue-in- 
chcck flavour. 

“Fans can expect cool-looking monsters, 
good-looking girls, some bloodsucking and 
some genuine scares mixed in with some 
laughs.” he reveals, adding that he also plans 
to update some of the creakier aspects of the 
film. “The women in Auack of the Gianl 
Leeches might as well have been pieces of 
furniture. The game warden brings his wife 
along, and ail she does is pour coffee. In case 
of a leech attack. I really don't know how 
effective that would be. Wc have our women 
taking a more proactive role, and there’s 
much more of an investment in these charac- 
ters." 

For the director, the most impoilant aspect 
of the film will be the giant leeches them- 
selves. “I'm getting some sketches from vari- 
ous effects artists for what the leeches will 
look like,” he says. "My goal is to have some- 


thing physical. like a puppet, but a lot of peo- 
ple seem to be telling me to go with CGI. Part 
of me thinks that if you're going to do some- 
thing like Attack of the Giant Leeches. 
though, you should really have a practical 
leech on hand, even if you’re going to use 
some CG.” 

When it comes to remakes, Kelly believes 
that more filmmakers looking to do one 
should search out “bad" films rather than 
ones that don’t need to be revisited in the first 
place. 

“That's the thing about these cuirent 
remakes.” he laments, “people are taking 
really great things and trying to redo them, 
which to me is foolish. There are so many sto- 
ries out there that could be improved on 
why not tackle those?” 

Attack of the Giant Leeches is set to begin 
production in July, with a possible DVD 
release ne.xl spring. Updates on the progress 
of the film, as well as Kelly’s other ongoing 
projects, can be found on the director’s web- 
site. brettkelly.net. 

Paul Corupe 


While Hollywood continues to re-ima 
and recycle celebrated horror classics f 
new generation of fright I’ans, Ottawa-bi 
independent filmmaker Brett Kelly is tal 
a decidedly different route, tackling a he 
film that really does suck - in more v 
than one. Kelly, known for his Bonesi 
films as well as last year's sleeper indu 
My Dead Girlfriend, is reuniting w'ith 
screenwriter Jeff O'Brien for a remake 
of the 1959 grade-Z science- 
fiction/liorror programmer, Attack of 
the Giant Leeches. 

“It was a funny idea that just kind of 
grew legs,” Kelly chuckles. “Jeff and I 
had fun collaborating on our 1980s 
throwback monster movie Prey for the 
Beast, so we decided to do another 
creature feature. At first I suggested we 
do something with worms, but it turned 
out he’d already written a treatment like 
that for someone else. [Then] I was watching 
some 1950s public domain films, and I saw 
Attack of the Giant Leeches and I thought. 
’Wow, that could really have been... better.’" 

The original Leeches, produced by Roger 
Connan and his brother Gene for exploitation 
drive-in outfit American International Pic- 
tures, is notorious among bad movie afi- 
cionados for its shoestring elfcets. slow sto- 
lytclling and laughably awful leech cos- 
tumes. The loosely scripted plot involves a 
Southern town on the edge of a swamp ter- 
rorized by the oversized bloodsuckers, until a 
game warden decides to blast the monsters 
with dynamite. 

“The original movie is only 62 minutes 
[long], and it was obviously just meant to be 
the bottom half of a drive-in double bill." 
says Kelly. “That's great, because there’s a 
lot of room to expand it.” 

Despite its budgetaiy shortcomings, Kelly 
thinks the earlier Attack of the Giant Leeches 
does have a few interesting things going for 
it. including a subplot of a jealous husband 
who offs his wife and her lover by taking 
them down to the swamp at gunpoint and 
throwing them to the killer leeches. He notes. 
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ghoulishgary.com 
For those with a taste for monsters, the official web- 
site of RMs art director Gary Puilin features a retro- 
spective gaiiery of his past and present works, as 
weli as a merch page where his iimited edition Skuii 
of Wax T-shirt can be purchased. Look for art prints 
to be added in coming months. 
monsteflibrarian.com 

The good ghouls at Monster Librarian have a mis- 
sion that’s near and dear to our own horrid hearts. 
They are buiiding an online resource to assist librar- 
ians in better creating horror sections in their local 
institutions, it’s also an excellent place to read 
reviews of horror fiction for all ages and includes a 
recommended reading list for preteens. 
sharkissti!lworking.com/default.asp?c=bliti 
Some intrepid filmmakers have completed a docu- 
mentary on Jaws titled The Shark is Still Working: 
The Impact and Legacy of Jaws, now all they need 
is a distribution deal, and that’s where you come in. 
Drop by this webpage to find out Just how you can 
help get this doc onto DVD and/or the big screen. 
mourningcemetery.com/Projects/borden/ 

If you’re a handy horror lover not quite ready to tack- 
le your own Frankenstein’s monster, this may be the 
ideal practice project for you. Surf on over to the 
Mourning Cemetery and learn how to build your very 
own bleeding tombstone. Guaranteed to impress 
your friends, living or dead. 
addictinggames.com/kittencannon.html 
It’s cruel. It’s unusual. But it’s also addictive as hell. 
Behold tile Kitten Cannon, a Flash game where you 
fire a cute lil' kitty out of a cannon to see just how 
far it will fly. Explosives, floating bombs and trampo- 
lines add distance, while spikes and venus flytraps 
will stop your kitty dead (pun sorely intended). 
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Horror-themed social networking 
grows with FearNet 


Compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 
Got a Roadkill suggestion? 
Email a link to: roadkill@rue-morgue.com 


If you've ever walked out of the theatre 
after a screening of some crappy honor 
flick, bragging that even you could have 
made a better film than the one you just 
endured, it’s time to see if you really mea- 
sure up. 

Recently the multiplatform on-demand 
video network FearNet announced it was 
expanding its website to give the world's 
armchair Ajas and backseat Barkers a 
space to upload and share their original 
videos, photos, artwork and stories with 
thousands of other hoiTor fans. From there, 
other members can sort, rate, comment on 
and otherwise scrutinize each other’s 
work. 

According to company president Diane 
Robina. the concept for FearNet - a joint 
venture between Comcast, Sony Pictures 
Television and Lionsgate - is to offer top- 
notch entertainment and a stronger sense 
of community to an increasingly fractured 
and demanding horror crowd. 

“The fans who love these movies are 
young, savvy viewers who get their enter- 
tainment in an on-demand format.’’ Robina 
explains. “Wc looked at the growing popu- 
larity of the genre and then at the vast 
library that wc could offer and decided 
there was a need for a mulliplaiform hoiTor 
network.’’ 

The site is organized into five main sec- 
tions: Video Channels. Florror A-Z. Com- 
munity, News and Reviews and Games and 
Downloads. The social networking aspect 
of FearNet is emphasized throughout the 
site, with user profiles, chats, polls and 
contests featured in addition to a message 
board. 

“Our fans have a place to come together 
as a community, and now. they can partic- 
ipate in all aspects of the user-generated 
space by submitting audio, video, poems 
and artwork,’’ says Robina. 

Since its launch on Halloween 2006, 
FearNet has emerged as one of the inter- 


net’s largest horror communities, boasting 
more than 53.000 registered “victims” 
drawn in by the wealth of content. Aside 
from user-generated media, the site uses its 
industry clout and sizable back catalogue to 
create a video-rich environment that fea- 
tures exclusive trailers and clips of upcom- 
ing films, as well as over 200 shorts and 
fourteen full-length films available for free 
streaming. Members in the US also have 
access to more than 50 downloadable 
movies to buy or rent on demand per 
month. 

While the free movies on offer aren’t gen- 
erally classics (the highest profile title is a 
shaky, washed-out version of Cronenberg's 
Shivers), using FcarNet’s integrated player, 
viewers are able to stream titles such as 
Deathmaster, The Gale and John Miner’s 
Warlock at full-screen quality, while simul- 
taneously reading production notes in the 
"Horror A-Z” section of the site, posting on 
the forums or chatting live with other users. 

FearNet also enlists the help of industry 
insiders, offering horror fans a glimpse 
behind the scenes with Sa^\■ II and III direc- 
tor Dancn Lynn Bousman’s blog from the 
set of i'au- IV. In addition, this March they 
announced that Sam Raimi will produce 
two original series for FearNet (produced 
through his Ghost House Pictures), with the 
first set to debut on cable, internet and 
mobile by early June. 

With so much effort poured into the Fear- 
Net site. Robina is thrilled at the positive 
response from hoiTor fans. 

"We’re giving fans the real deal, and they 
love it,” she beams. “We are consistently 
one of the top three free vidco-on-demand 
movie channels [in the US] and we have the 
largest online hoiTor community in terms of 
registered users. We will continue to bring 
the best of horror content to our fans." 

For more information, visit fearnet.com. 

Chris Boutet 
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Autlio Conintentarv I'calxiring Director MICHAEL PEIFER and 
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• 2.0 Stereo Audio • CloseJ Captioning • Spanish Subtitles 
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■ . ! w ' On July 14, 1966, Richard Speck took 9 student nurses 

T ‘ -X '• i t hostage. He held the girls, methodically beating, raping, 

' ' I and stabbing them to death in one of the bloodiest mass 

’ - tv 4 I murders in American history. Witness the terrifying story 

TOFF evert' fan of true crime must see. 







+ In the two-and-a-half decades since lethal injection was first put into practice, there 
have been more botched executions via that method than in the entire histoiy of the elec- 
tric chair. 


‘V 


+ Director William Lustig brought serial killer Frank Zito to life in Maniac by 
billing traits from real-life mass murderers Ted Bundy and David Berkowitz (The Son 
of Sam). 


+ A 37-yeai-oid British man who constructed a replica of Freddy Krueger's biaded 
glove, then used it to attack a sleeping friend, was recently sentenced to life in prison by 
a Leicester court. 


+ The producers of The Day the Earth Stood Still initially tried to get the US Army to 
supply tanks. Jeeps and other military hardware for theii' shoot, but army brass was 
uncomfortable with the film’s anti-war underpinnings and balked at the request. The 
equipment was ultimately supplied by the National Guard, who had no problem with the 
subject matter. 


+ Select Costco stores in the US are now selling coffins. 


+ Doug Bradley nearly took the role of one of the furniture movers - rather than Pin- 
head in Hellraiser, on the grounds that it was his tlrst film and he was afraid he might 
be unrecognizable in heathy makeup. 


+ During the 19th and early 20th centuries, beneath London's Tower Bridge, there was 
a chamber known as "Deadman's Hole." This room was used to temporarily store the 
corpses of those w'ho committed suicide by jumping from the bridge into the Thames 
River. 


+ Gene-Hackman purchased the film rights to The Silence of tile Lambs and planned to 
both direct and star in it as Hannibal Lecter before getting cold feet over the violent con- 
tent. The role of Lecter was subsequently offered to Sean Connery, who immediately 
tunied it down for the same reason. 


+ Sailors of olden times would wear gold eaiTings and cany a caul, the membrane that 
covers babies’ heads at birth, as superstition suggested these things items would prevent 
them from drowning. 


+ Apart from being the producer, director, writer, cinematographer and co-editor of Bad 
Taste, Peter Jackson also handled all the special effects. The heads of the aliens in the 
film are bent back because that's the only way the masks would fit in his mom’.s oven 
when he was baking them. 



+-As part of a research study into post-moitem practices, aitist/product designer Nadine 
Jarvis has devised a method of turning human cremains into pencils. She has determined 
that ash from an average-sized human body can make approximately 240 pencils. 


+ The standard practice of movie stars wearing sunglasses was first popularized by the 
publicity-shy Lon Chaney. 


+ A city w'orker cleaning the Minneapolis sewer system this past March found himself 
covered in blood alter a large amount of plasma sprayed out from a hole in the sewer 
near a medical lab. 

- Compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 

Got a weird stat or.morbid fact? 
Send it through to irifo@rue-morgue.com. 
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CTHUIHU SUPPERS 

$29.99 

Stomp down the Steps of Siumber in style with a pair of plush Cthulhu slippers from 
Toy Vault. These beasties are guaranteed to keep out the cold of the Plateau of Leng, even 
when you’re summoning the Shoggoth. 

Cthulhu dreams at toyvault.com. 


USA PETRUCC! FIGURES 

$19.99 each 

Lisa Petrucci fans will have a monster’s ball with these sweet and saucy figures based on her 
kitschy paintings. Wide-eyed and cast in vinyl, Ui’ Miss Monster (who’s 7 3/4” to the top of her 
spooktastic coif) channels Elsa Lanchester at her prettiest, while Devilish Dolly could probably melt 

the heart of the nastiest demon - literally. 
Get your kick-ass cuties at darkhorse.com. 


0AN7IG STATIONARY 

Notebooks $4.99 
Pencils $2.99 (pack of five) 

if you’ve ever found yourself short of a place to pen your evil invocations, 
horror metal lyrics or angry letters to former faandmates, check out this Danzig 
stationery from Rock Paper Pencils. The interior pages of the notebooks are 
watermarked with the Danzig skull, and there’s a nifty set of pencils to match. 
Scribble satanic verses at rockpaperpencils.com- 


HEUBOY FRIDGE MAGNETS 

$7.99 each 

Even if his raw animal magnetism is debatable, at least the World’s Greatest 
Paranormal Investigator has, well, regular old magnetism. These sculpted Hellboy 
magnets will keep your fridge cool until the apocalypse. 

Stick with Big Red at darkhorse.com. 
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All prices USD unless otherwise indicated. 
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ombies are infectious. No, really. Just look at the facts. In the last five years the 
undead hordes have risen up to become a virtually unstoppable force in the genre. 

' Their lumbering corpses have crept into best-selling novels, comic books, music 
and video games and their stories told and retold with both seriousness and humour 
on silver screens all over the world. As a result, the undead are migrating 
from the familiar spookshows of horror culture to beat at the doors and windows of 
the mainstream media, and what better vehicle to do so with than the zombie com- 
edy, the most accessible of all undead properties. Enter Fido, a Canadian zom-com 
ttiat seeks to inject horror into a comedy, rather than comedy into a horror film. 

But this is just one aspect of what makes f/tfo decidedly different. It’s rated PG- 
1 3, but don’t let that dissuade you - the film is a dead clever satire that also plays 
out like a parody of Lassie mih Day of the Deads Bub in the role of the family dog. 

It’s a darkly humorous yet heartwarming tale of a boy named Timmy (K’Sun Ray) and 
his pet zombie. Set in the hyper-stylized 1950s burg of Wiliard (think the town in Tim 
Burton’s Edward Scissorhands, and you’re close), the story - which also stars Carrie- 
Anne Moss (The MatriPj as Timmy’s mother and Tim Blake Nelson (0 Brother, Where Art 
Thou?i as a quirky neighbour whose relationship with his zombie is truly unorthodox - takes 
place several years after a zombie apocalypse. 

Timmy’s hometown of Willard has been kept safe from the undead threat by the large fence that 
surrounds it as well as the continued efforts of ZomCon, a company that not only monitors the town 
for undead activity but produces a collar tfiat when worn, effectively turns the recently reanimated 
into siaves. When Timmy’s family finally gets their own collared zombie (played by comedian Billy 
Connelly in a standout performance, see p.19), tensions rise, and not just because Timmy’s father, 
Bill (Dylan Baker), has a phobia of the undead. The six-foot-tall zombie quickly becomes the best 
friend the boy never had. So when Fido’s collar malfunctions and he kills the old lady who lives 
across ttie street, Timmy hides the infected evidence and inadvertently causes a new zombie out- 
break. 

While director Andrew Currie describes the film as a black comedy, FIdo is something of a mes- 
sage movie as well. Where recent zom-coms such as Britain’s Shaun of the Dead, Australia’s 
Undead and Germany’s Night of the Living Dorks play mainly for laughs, Fido, in the fine tradition 
of Romero, offers social commentary on homeland security, fear-based culture, and even dares to 
posit that love might conquer all. Given all of this, it’s no surprise the film was difficult to market 
when TVA Films released it in Canada in March. Neverhieless, it caught the attention of Lionsgate 
Films and will see its US theatrical release on June 1 5. 

Rue Morgue speaks to Andrew Currie from his office in Vancouver to discuss his, well, pet 
project Fido, the little zombie movie that could. 




What do you think is the most horrifying aspect 
of the world that Fido is set in? 

How far ZomCon, the corporation and government 
combined, will go in order to maintain control and 
justify the existence of ZomCon. They are a highly 
fascist organization that has done such “progres- 
sive” things as turning the prisons into old age 
homes and taking the prisoners and throwing them 
into “the wild zone,” thus turning them into wild 
zombies, which ZomCon then collars and puts to 
work in Willard. 
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Beneath its comedy veneer, Fido is a clever satire on fear. Can you elaborate on that? 
it’s a satire in the sense that you’ve got this little nuclear family but the father is just terrified; 
he’s terrified of zombies but he’s also terrified of connecting emotionally to his 
family. And when the zombie, Rdo, comes into the family he starts to 
be a catalyst for change for them, and 1 think ironically he’s also 
more emotionally evolved than BIN, the father. Even though 
Fido's dead, he’s more emotionally involved. What's sort of 
interesting is how he affects first Timmy and then [his moth- 
er] Helen, and that transformation happens. After September 
1 1 we did put in a layer; I don’t know if you’d call it a hidden 
layer because people get it, but it’s one of those things that’s 
pretty subtle in the film - a satire of homeland security. There 
are clues spattered through the whole film but [it's] the whole 
idea of this small town surrounded by this huge fence. In the begin- 
ning of the film, Mr. Bottoms comes into the school kids and says, 

“We’re building the fences higher, we’ve got safety vans on every street 
comer and we’re going to take everyone’s picture just in case one of you gets 
lost,” and they all clap - that idea of the blindly ignorant masses following 
leadership. 

Were there any other messag 
audiences with the film? 

The theme was love, not fear, 
about tear-based societies and 

emments that control them push fear as way of either controlling 
the masses or justifying their actions to the masses, whether it’s 
military spending or something else. And that theme is kind of 
proven in the movie mainly through the character of Bill, who rep- 
resents fear. 


The film has a hyper-stylized 1950s feel to it 
Why did you decide to go with the Technicolor 
look? 

I really wanted to make it something visually striking 
without being tacky in a Wizard of Oz way, where 
you've got all the primary colours in one frame. I 
wanted it to be reminiscent of those old Technicolor 
films but still be modem in the feel and style. I’m too 
young to have experienced that time [but] it’s that 
idea of the 1950s that I’m really attracted to. That is, 
that It was this idyllic time in American culture where 
witiiin a small town everything was nice and people 
were polite and there was a way of being and a sort 
of surface attitude that was all about white picket 
fences and nice green lawns and women in pretty 


A Bloody Day in the Neighbourhood: Tammy (Sonja 
Bennett) is the picture of undead domestication, and 
(above) an infected neighbour is dispatched. 
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0 one was more surprised that 
■ 1^1 1 Billy Connelly would don horror 
\| makeup to play a flesh-eating 

ghoul than, well. Billy Connelly. The 
veteran stand-up comedian was reticent about 
tackling the role of the undead title character in 
the Canadian zombie comedy Fido (opening this 
month in the US), until he read the script. 

“I didn’t want to be in a zombie movie," he 
explains in his familiar Scottish brogue. “I know 
they have a huge cult and ail that, and people 
really like them but I always find them pre- 
dictable. It always ends up with people stuck in 
a wooden house and zombies tryin’ to get in an’ 
all that - breakin’ down the shutters and grab- 
bin’ people by the throats; it’s not my cup of 
tea. But when I got the script [for Fido], I 
thought the story was absolutely lovely." 

The 1950s-styled tele of a post-zombie apoc- 
alypse world, where a domestication restraint 
has turned the undead hordes into labourers 
and servants, sees Connelly in a non-speaking 
role as a sort-of family pet whose malfunction- 
ing collar has him flipping between lovable and 
loyal to fierce and flesh-hungry - with often 
gory results. The actor, whose previous roles 
include eccentric Uncle Monty in Lemony 
Snicket’s A Series of Unfortunate Events, 
admits that he probably wasn’t the first choice 
for such a bizarre role, but got the part largely 
through Fido producer Mary Anne Waterhouse, 
who worked with him on the 2000 drama Beau- 
tifui Joe. 


“I took my role very seriously, y’know,” he ravioli on my cheekbones,” he recalls. "It was a 

asserts. “Because my appearance was so rad- great assistance to be restricted by that stuff 

ically different and I didn’t have any dialogue, I they put on your face and neck and your hands, 

was trying not to attack it like every other zom- To have that stiffness and limited movement 

bie I’d ever seen.” was a great help to me.” 

Step one of Connolly’s transformation into a Lastly, and most importantly, Connelly had to 
zombie was finding inspiration for the charac- give Fido some specific personality traits, as 

ter. He took cues from one of his favourite hor- the character runs the zombie emotional 

ror movies, Frankenstein. “I like films like gamut, from a docile sidekick to a menacing 

Frankenstein because if there’s nothing to like cannibal to - oddly - a love interest. A satisfied 

about the monster, that bores me,” he says. “If sigh, gnashing teeth or a sly glance are essen- 

it’s just a gigantic spider that eats people, ^ tial tools in the zombie actor's arsenal, and 
I’m bored, but if the monster has a likable fjjjjl because Fido is primarily a comedy, Con- 
side, than I’m much more interested.” nelly also kept in mind the inherent hilari- 

He adds, “I thought, Tm gonna play him '.,^3 ty of non-life after death, 
tike a disabled guy,’ someone who has •••' 

failings in various communicative ^ because I didn’t get distance right,” 

departments and has a hard time - he proudly notes of his newfound 

getting his message across, and * , zom-com thespian expertise, 

alt the frustration that that carries ^ before adding advice to anyone 

with it. I didn’t look down on him /Jl shambling in his footsteps. “Con- 

like a character in a cheap movie.” sider the zombie himself, the fact 

The next step was to add the \ that he has to be in some way 

look. Connolly had to arrive on set \ attractive, whether he’s affectionate 

at 5 a.m. every day to get zombi- \ or he’s fighting some kind of terri- 
fied. Although the end result was % bledisability.Trytoseeitfromthat 

far from a crusty, maggot-infested \ \ angle. If you’re gonna play a zom- 

Fulci-style flesh-muncher, it still \ \ bie.don’tjustplayabigscare- 

took two hours of work. The make- \ \ crow that moves around, 

up was key to the next step in the That’ll bore every- 

process: understanding the move- ^ body shitless.” 

ments of the not so newly risen. ^ 

“I had to be painted up in that \ 

latex stuff that was like having 



SttiiAt £mm 
momn THE 


lime DEAD 

Guys GUiDe to zonnsies 

Starring Matthew Austin 

Written and directed by Daniel Austin 

counterclockwiseproductions.net 

Zombies are here to stay. The undead 
population is on the rise and, whether 
you like it or not, thanks to congression- 
al legislation, they have the right to their 
own financial security, a good job and 
easy access to human brains. 

Thematicaliy similar to Fido, Guy’s 
Guide to Zombies is a parody of the Cold 
War era, anti-communist propaganda 
and public safety newsreels of the 
1950s. It’s a hilarious black and white 
animated short detailing how to live with, 
and accept, the shambling dead. 

Running just over three minutes, 
Daniel Austin’s short still manages to 
pack in a whole gutful of laughs, and 
you’ll want to watch it several times just 
to catch all of the jokes and nods to clas- 
sic horror films (such as a Yellow Pages 
ad for Romero Brothers Undead 
Plumbers) or to memorize great lines 
such as, “There’s no need to fear or per- 
secute the living dead. Instead: bake 
them a cake!’’ 

The living impaired have never been so 
fun to hang with, and the handy guide- 
lines and nifty hints presented in this film 
will have you lingering around the grave- 
yard hoping to make a few new friends. 

Having screened at over 30 different 
film festivals around the world, it’s now 
available to view online at atomfiims 
,com/film/guys_guide_zombies.jsp. 
Remember, it’s your duty to respect every 
citizen whether they’re alive or undead, 
so put down that shotgun or chainsaw 
and embrace zombie culture - it’s conta- 
gious! 

Last Chance Lance 
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Deadly Friend: Fido. Tammy. Mr. Theopolis (Tim Blake Nelson) and Timmy gather in Mr 
Theopolis ■ basement workshop. 


dresses and guys in suits and hate - all of that. It 
was a way to counterpoint that glossy surface 
with the violence of the zombies and what’s rot- 
ting in the town of Willard - not just zombies but 
something else as well, and the emotional rot 
that’s at play in the film. So I really like that con- 
trast. I wanted to keep away from it being com- 
plete reality. I wanted to have it function as sort of 
a fable or allegory. 

Where did you find the setting for WHlard? 

We found Willard in Kelowna, a small city in the 
Okanagan Valley in British Columbia. Side note for 
film geeks: in Romero’s Night of the Living Dead, 
frie town closest to the farmhouse that they hole 


was that there was a scene that I shot for Fido 
[that's] not in the film due to pacing reasons, but 
it was quite a lovely little scene. It was where 
Timmy and Fido go on a road trip and they end up 
at this barn, and in the morning Fido ... sees 
something in the back of the barn and he sham- 
bles over and there’s this mirror and there's this 
old razor lying under the mirror. It’s obviously 
where the farmer shaves in the morning and Rdo 
picks up the razor and starts trying to shave - 
that was a homage to Romero’s Bub. 

We also noticed some references to Lassie in 
tiiere... 

There’s some Lassie. I really made Fido for film 


up in is called Willard. We had searched right 
across the country from Halifax to Victoria for the 
perfect look and when I saw this small street in 
Kelowna I knew it had to be shot there. Rob Gray, 
our production designer, did some nice detailing, 
adding white picket fences and painting three of 
the houses to help nail the ’50s period. And of 
course, the work we did at Warner Brothers’ post 
facility in LA - shot 35mm, transferred to digital 
and colourized to give it a Technicolor look, then 
output back to film - gave the movie its unique 
look. 

Why did you decide to limit the blood and guts 
in the film? 

Fido is a comedy and a social satire. Blood and 
guts are fun to a point, but the point of Fido is to 
make you laugh and think, not to revel in gore. 
Not that there’s anything wrong with revelling in 
gore! Fido lust isn’t that type of movie. 

When creating the character of Fido, were you 
influenced at all by Bub from Day of the Dead ? 

1 certainly was. In fact, what nobody’s ever known 


lovers and I think frie people who get those refer- 
ences are probably people who love movies. For 
when the dog walker takes a bullet in the head, I 
designed the frame from the opening of [David 
Lynch’s] Blue Velvet, with the white picket fence 
and the yellow tulips. It was funny because the 
greensmen kept coming back going “Yellow 
tulips are out of season,” and D said], “No, I have 
to have yellow tulips.” 1 think they ended up flying 
them in from Calgary or somewhere. 

Fido was given one of the largest govern- 
ment grants in British Columbia's 
history, yet Canada is not partic- 
ularly known for supporting 
genre efforts. How did you 
convince them to give 
you backing for this 
film? 

Telefilm came on 
board in 1997 for 
script develop- 
ment. At the 
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time, John Fulton [current executive director of distribution of TVA Rims] was the head of [gov- 
ernment funding body] Telefilm in Toronto. He just loved the project and got behind it really early 
on. Telefilm really responded to the script and they've been really supportive of us on our other 
projects over the years. I think they trusted that we’d be able to pull it off. 

Do you think the success of Shaun of the Dead fjlayed any part in their decision? 

I don't know, I would hope so. I love genre film, but I especially love when genre films start to 
twist off in different directions. That’s what I found kind of exciting about zombie movies and 
where they were going, like [how] Shaun of the Deadjust completely took it in a different direc- 
tion; it was fun and had something to say about tiie world. It blended British comedy and real- 
ism with the zombie genre, which was so refreshing. 28 Days Later and even the new Dawn of 
the Dead kind of [modernized] it all, and for me that’s what’s sort of exciting about the genre 
right now: the areas that it’s going into that it hasn’t gone before. 

Aside from a few subtle Jokes about gun culture, really there's nothing in Fido that sug- 
gests that the film is Canadian. Given the source of the funding, how “Canadian” did you 
feel the film needed to be? 

The same amount I feel that any Canadian film needs to be. and that is if the cre- 
ators and the makers are Canadian, to me that’s enough. I think it’s really sad and 
dangerous for filmmakers to be making films that are only specific to the culture 
they live in, because it’s just so limiting, isn’t it? 1 mean, to me, stories should be 
universal and should be fresh and exciting and different, that’s what really matters. 

How do you think genre fans will react to Fido ? 

I'm a genre fan, so I hope they enjoy the genre mash-up, which most of them seem 
to. The people who don’t either miss any depth to the movie or just want a gore- 
fest. which isn’t what Fido's about. 

Zombies are at their height of popularity. Why do you think diey’re so hot? 

I think because they’re so close to being human, they terrify us. 
They make us think about things we don’t want to face, 
like disease, aging and death, and when we see a 
zombie movie it’s like “man, my life might be 
hard right now, but look at ftaf guy!" 

Do you plan on doing any more horror-influ- 
enced films? 

Certainly. The idea of playing with different gen- 
res is really exciting to me. It allows you to hit 
those touchstones that people know so well in 
another way. I think it just makes for a really cool 
approach to storytelling. 

Hypothetically speaking, if the domestication 
of zombies were real, as it is in your film, 
would you support the practice? 

That is such a good question. I’m surprised 
someone hasn’t asked me that before, although I 
was asked if I’d have a zombie girifriend, so I guess 
that’s pretty close. 1 would probably support tie 
practice of keeping them in the wild zone, kind of tike 
an African Safari. What are those zoos called? 

Oh, like the African Lion Safari, where you 
drive Oirough in your car? 

would support that. We could go on 
family vacations and throw raw meat 
out the windows. Send your kid out 
with a steak and tien take pictures 
^ and see how fast they get back to 
the car! 



FIDO 





FDO 

Don Macdonald 

Lionsgatc 

Like the disarming, almost soothing ’50s 
style that glows from Fido, Don Macdonald’s 
music disarms audiences expecting a typical 
zombie film. There’s no punk or prog-rock^ no 
throbbing disco muzak, no industrial synth 
and no tinny cues from a 
"X music library. Those ele- 

|L \ ments serviced previous 

l» 1 zombie works from 

d J Romero, Fulcl and their fol- 

^ J lowers (e.g. Return of the 

• #/ Living Dead) extremely 

well, and like Macdonald’s 
score, they played an 
IfB important role in convey- 

lU ing distinct moods, styles 

and bursts of horror. The 
key difference is Fido's 
gleefully giddy, full orchestral design - a rar- 
ity, even for a satirical zombie flick. 

Most of the tracks on the 47-minute album 
run between one to two minutes, and their 
brevity gives the score a fragmentary quality, 
with material that never blossoms into any- 
thing grand or sweeping. Yet that doesn’t 
seem to be the approach Fido's filmmakers or 
composer wanted. Superficially, the music is 
quirky and Danny Elfman-like, but there’s a 
layer of satire at work too. The jaunty tempo 
and brief phrasing from warm woodwinds 
and high-range strings in “Timmy in Park” 
echoes a bit of late-’50s Nino Rota {La dolce 
vita, Nights of Cabiriay, the sombre “Brothers 
Attack” begins with a close quotation of 
Bernard Herrmann’s menacing three-note 
Mysterious Island theme; and cues such as 
“Zombie Troubles” and “Mr. Henderson 
Taken,” recall the legendary composer’s eerie 
two-note tonal motif from The Twilight Zone. 

The effect infers a world where unnatural 
elements will soon (literally) eat away the 
forced normalcy. Even the Americana tenor of 
“The Meadow” is too idyllic - a perfect exam- 
ple how Macdonald musically reinforces 
something the characters have suppressed 
from their insane reality: zombies eat people. 

The light orchestral style of Fido might be 
off-putting to flesh-munching purists, but, 
like the movie itself, the new approach is 
refreshing as flowers on a newly dug grave. 

Mark R. Hasan 
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snn NtLES ON COLIABORRTIHG 


T hese days, the name Steve Niles is pretty much synonymous 
with modern horror comics. A huge success in the industry, 
Niles almost single-handedly revived the horror comic with his 
breakthrough hit 30 Days of Night in 2002 (/?/W#34). But the 
road to the top was long and riddled with discomfiture. Back in 
the ’80s, Niles was a bass player in a DC hardcore band called Gray Mat- 
ter. He worked full-time as a comic store clerk to get by but spent most of 
his time at the counter writing his own stories. After years of struggling to 
get his work printed, he launched his own publishing com- 
pany, Arcane Comix, and at age nineteen managed to con- 
vince Clive Barker to allow him to adapt the Books of Blood 
short stories “Son of Celluloid,” “The Yattering and Jack” 
and "Revelations” for Eclipse Comics. He continued to 
adapt more Barker and even wrote the introduction to Clive 
Barker’s lllustratorln 1 991 , all while churning out more and 
more original stories. Stories about monsters. 

“I started at a very young age to have a lot of sympathy 
for monsters,” Niles tells Rue Morgue. “Creature from the 
Black Lagoon is a comfort movie for me. I’ll watch that over 
listening to music. Frankenstein, King Kong, the Creature 
from the Black Lagoon, there’s a side of me that always related to those 
guys. I always felt bad for them and I didn’t understand why people picked 
on them. In an odd sort of way. Night of the Living Dead is one of those 
movies. It’s such a good movie that it makes me feel good about being a 
horror freak.” 

One look at his website (steveniles.com) or any of the posts on his mes- 
sage board (The inner Sanctum) reveals that Niles is indeed one of the 


biggest horror freaks around, and proud of it. His approachability and com- 
munication with his readers (he always responds to questions on his 
board) is more than likely the reason why horror fans have become so 
endeared to him over the last five years - besides his work, of course. He 
was already known for adaptations of novels like Richard Matheson’s I Am 
Legend, Harlan Ellison’s Dream Corridor “S.R.O.” (his first work for Dark 
Horse Comics), and the rare Night of the Living Dead London (Fantaco), 
again, by Barker. 

“Unfortunately, when I adapted Barker I was hired to undo 
the timing and make it into a comic book, so it moved almost 
too fast,” he says of the experience. “But in my / Am Legend 
adaptation I ttiink I removed four words from the original book. 

I was too in awe of the novel to do more than that.” 

It was with his graphic novel adaptation of his own unpro- 
duced screenplay, 30 Days Of Night, that he indelibly estab- 
lished himself as a force to be reckoned with in the worlds of 
both horror and comics. 

Atmospherically illustrated by the inimitably unsettling 
brushstrokes of Ben Templesmith, Niles’ Alaskan bloodsucker 
saga injected fresh blood into the stagnant vampire genre and 
launched a mini-industry in the process, spawning sequels (including the 
upcoming Beyond Barrow, illustrated by Bill Sienkiewicz), spinoffs and, 
inevitably, a film adaptation produced by Sam Raimi, due in theatres this 
October. 

“We pitched Raimi the story over the phone and he said, “it’s great; let’s 
make it into a movie,” Niles told Rue Morgue back in 2003. “I’m pretty sure 
my heart stopped. After years of only getting so far, suddenly the door had 
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opened. The whole idea was worth a million. It 
was surreal.” 

After the resounding success of 30 Days, 
Niles became one of the most sought-after writ- 
ers in horror comics. His titles flooded the 
shelves: Criminal Macabre (whose lead, Cal 
McDonald was born while Niles was still tending 
comic store counters) found a home in print and 
was optioned by MGM; Wake the Dead, Freaks 
of the Heartland: an adaptation of George 
Romero’s Dawn of the Dead: In the Blood: Aleis- 
ter Arcane: Remains-, Secret Skuii: Rob Zombie 


RUE ^ 


collaborations The Nail and Bigfoot (recently 
optioned by Hyde Park); Hyde, The Lurkers 
(optioned by Lionsgate); The Cryptics and even 
more Criminal Macabre - which includes the 
novels Guns, Drugs and Monsters and Savage 
Membrane. Niles has also been producing 
comics under his production company Raw 
(with Thomas Jane); the first was Alien Pig Farm 
3000 by Todd Farmer with art by Don Marquez 
(released in April). 

Most recently, he’s been involved in what he 
would call his dream project. If he is an icon to 
the pen-and-ink spookshow set, then illustrator 
Bernie Wrightson must be something more akin 
to some dark Lovecraftian deity. Best known as 
the co-creator (with writer Len Wein) of DC 
Comics’ Swamp Thing, Wrightson’s signature 
renderings of rotting flesh and twisted tendons 
have graced many a comic page, including Mary 
Shelley's Frankenstein: Stephen King’s The 
Stand, Cycle of the Werewolf anti Dark Tower V, 
Batman: The Cult, The Punisher: POV and the 
memorably gruesome comics adaptation of 
Stephen King and George A. Romero’s EC 
homage Creepshow. 

“Monsters are just a constant in my life, since 
I was six years old and saw Creature from the 
Black Lagoon with the 3-D glasses." Wrightson 
says, taking a break from his weekly Scrabble 
game with Niles to join the phone interview. “I 
fell in love with monsters, I couldn’t get enough 
of them. I was there every Friday or Saturday 
night for Shock Theater when they ran the old 
monster movies, 1 bought every issue of Famous 
Monsters of Filmland and read all the horror 


books. People in your life kind of come and go, 
you have relationships, you get divorced, you 
move on and things change, but the one con- 
stant, never-changing thing in my life has 
always been monsters.” 

Wrightson uprooted himself from the comic 
world years ago to concentrate on conceptual 
design for films, including Stuart Gordon’s ambi- 
tious, aborted adaptation of The Shadow Over 
Innsmouth (elements of which later surfaced in 
the director’s Dagon). He also did the production 
design sketches for Return of the Living Deads 
iconic “Tarman” zombie, and other work on 
Ghostbusters and The Faculty. Most recently, he 
contributed designs to Romero’s Land of the 
Dead and Guillermo del Toro’s Oscar-winning 
Pan’s Labyrinth. Sharing so many of the same 
interests, it was only a matter of time before 
Wrightson and Niles crossed paths. 

"We met at a show in Dallas two, three years 
ago,” Wrightson explains, adding that unbe- 
knownst to the two, they were practically neigh- 
bours. “I didn’t know Steve at all. I’d been out of 
comics for so long. Steve told me he was a 
writer, and he told me what he had done, I was- 
n’t familiar with it, so it just kind of went over my 
head. I didn’t know if he was a professional 
writer or a fan writer. But none of that mattered 
because we just kind of hit it off immediately. 
Both of us grew up on Universal monster 
movies, read all the same books, but it took us 
probably more than a year to start working 
together.” 

Despite the creative chemistry. Niles was 
reluctant to collaborate with his childhood hero. 



Being the horror legend that he is, Wrightson is 
often approached to do covers by his fans. Niles 
didn’t want to be one of those people. Neverthe- 
less, fate intervened. 

“I think it just sort of happened despite our- 
selves," Niles relates. “We would just be hanging 
out, having a couple of beers and before you 
know it, we’re writing a story." Wrightson adds, 
“It’s like we couldn’t help ourselves. One of us 
would throw an idea out or just kind of mention 
something, like, Tve been thinking about this 
guy, what if such-and-such?’ and we’d just run 
with it.” 

With their friendship solidified and ideas 
shared, Wrightson felt the urge to return to 
comics. He immediately pitched a character 
called Blud to his new partner, hoping Niles 
would think it viable. The Blud in question is 
Stosh Bludowski, the sociopathic centrepiece of 
Niles’ and Wrightson’s City of Others, a new 
ongoing horror series published by Dark Horse 
Comics (the first issue hit stands in March). A 
professional assassin by trade, Blud’s introduced 
to readers snapping the neck of a stranger in a 
porno theatre before brutally dispatching two 
potential witnesses on the way out. He notes 
with cold detachment that even the act of mur- 
der arouses no feeling in him whatsoever. As is 
typical of Niles’ lead guys, Blud's also the hero. 

“For me, what’s so fascinating about Blud is 
that he’s a killer who has no remorse but is intel- 
ligent enough to know that having no remorse is 
kinda odd,” Niles elaborates. “Being able to play 
with that kind of a character, and seeing if we 


can turn this guy into a character that people will 
read month-to-month is really fascinating. I like 
characters with flaws.” 

Wrightson interjects: “And they don’t come 
with more flaws than this guy.” 

At the same time, both creators insist that Blud 
is more than just another run-of-the-mill mur- 
derer. 

“We’re all familiar with the whole serial killer 
pattern," Wrightson continues. "The abusive 
childhood, the bad wiring and all of that. Blud is 
just on this side of being a serial killer.” 

A serial killer who, Niles reveals, has also fig- 
ured out a way to turn his homicidal tendencies 
into a business. “He’s also turned himself into 
kind of a science experiment. He’s very aware, 
that’s what i love about him. As a kid he would 
kill people to see if he could feel anything, and 
he’s like ‘Nope, still nothing.’ So to take a char- 
acter like that and catapult him into a world 
where anything can happen, I think we’re really 
going to get a lot out of him.’’ 

/tad in City of Others, anything does happen, 
as Blud himself soon discovers when a routine 
assignment from his unseen taskmaster, a mys- 
terious figure known only as “The Dispatcher,” 
finds him face-to-undead-face with with some 
decidedly hard-to-kill specimens: vampires. At 
Wrightson!s insistence, the vampires and other 
creatures in question have supernatural origins 
as opposed to Niles' scientific explanations for 
most of his monsters. 

“The one thing we said early on - it sounds 
like a cliche - was 'comics for horror fans by 


horror fans.’ That’s about the best description I 
can give for this book, because we really are just 
ignoring the other genres.” says Niles. “When a 
zombie shows up, we don’t explain what it is. 
You shouldn’t be reading ttils comic if you don’t 
know what a zombie is. Or a vampire or a were- 
wolf or anything, really. We just take it for grant- 
ed that you’re familiar with this. Because I know 
when I'm watching a vampire movie, and they’re 
going to explain what a vampire is, I go get pop- 
corn.” 

With that in mind, Niles and Wrightson put 
their heads together and came up with the bi- 
monthly four-issue story arc (issue #3 is due out 
this month), which essentially posits Blud as a 
monster who finds his humanity. Of course, the 
story’s not tiiat simple, as their collaboration 
process reveals. 

“Steve gives me 22 pages for a 26-page 
book,” says Wrightson “That gives me space 
when I’m thumbnailing to expand or contract or 
even come up with a whole new sequence.” 

Niles chimes in: “Which is usually something 
reserved for the writer. When I’m writing i usual- 
ly have a lot of spontaneous moments. This is a 
way for Bernie to do that too, so there’s a real 
layering process to it. There are probably about 
twelve issues in our heads right now.” 

Niles says they’re taking a bit of a gamble by 
allowing the story to unfold at the pace of a 
novel, which is something they both love but is 
generally frowned upon in comics because it’s 
believed that most readers don’t have the 
patience for it. He notes. “That was Bernie’s 
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FUTURE FRIGHTS FROM STEVE NILES 

Vf JOVANKA VUCKOVIC 


CRIMINAL MACABRE: 

My DEMON BABy (DARK HORSE) 

A new Cal McDonald series with 
more killer covers by Tim Bradstreet 
{Blade, Clive Barker’s Age of Desire, 
Heilblazei). 


TH[ lERlilFYIND XAUQMUr giSFSaLim SCRtES 


t'Ays Of 


THE CRIMINAL MACABRE 
COLLECTION (DARK HORSE) 

An omnibus of all of the Criminai 
Macabre prose. 


THE MySTIRy SOCIETy (tDW) 

An Idea clearing house for Niles and 
acclaimed ^stralian illustrator Ash- 
ley Wood {Heilspawn, Zombies Ks. , 
Robotdi to “do whatever they want.” 


in issue #3, Blud emerges as something “other. 


STEVE NILES 8 JEFF MARIOTTE 

AKORIGIKAlB'QOKeUEOON THE 
GRAPHIC NOVEIS FROM lOk’PUBLISHiKD 


THE CRyPTICS #3 (GENTLE GIANT) 

Will be accompanied by a toy line, 
video game and TPB that comes witti 


idea, and it’s an approach we’ve really taken to slow it down. It’s funny 
to say that we’re doing ‘balls-out slow timing’ but it’s true. In other 


a figure. ■ - words, instead of the first issue being the first chapter, the first four 


- BEyOND BARROW (DARK HORSE) 

A new stcry arc (and possibly the last) 
Inflie 30 Days of Night mmse 
explores tie history of the vampire 
attacks in the arctic circle. Timed for 
release with the Sam Raimi-produced 
30 Days of Night f\\m tils October, it 
features ait>by legendary illustrator Bill 
StCTkiewicz, 

I 30 DAy OF NIGHT: IMMORTAL 
REMAINS (POCKFF BOOKS) 

Can’t get enough of Alaska’s most 
femous vampires? Read Niles’ new 
novel tiis summer, v 


STRANGE CASES (IDW) 

With writer Dan Wckline {Blood- 
stained Sword, 30 Days of Night: 
Spreading the Disease and Dead 
Spacd^ and animator/illustrator David 
Hartman {The Devil’s Reject comic 
book), Shange Cases is based on the 
yet to be released video game that . 
Niles created for D^Games. 

ONTHIED HALlOWnN . 
PROJECT (DC) 

Described by Niles as “Superman , t - 
meets zombies.” 


issues are the first chapter.” 

Finding the right home for City of Others was difficult. They had to 
shop the book around some, first to DC, who politely passed on it, which 
Niles says is very typical when pitching a horror comic. 

“Dark Horse has an established horror line, we fit right into that, and 
they have welcomed us with open arms,” he remarks, “We called up 
[Dark Horse publisher] Mike Richardson and had a meeting with him. 
And I remember Bernie pulled out one piece of art and the pitch was 
over. Mike took one look and said 'Yeah, we’re doing it.’” 

The creative freedom that Dark Horse allows means the two have 
been able to push the limits further than either had before. And not nec- 
essarily just in terms of splatter. “Steve was really good for me because 
I had never done a horror comic that was completely unrestricted,” 
Wrightson says. “Just balls-out. I’m just having a ball with this thing. I 
feel like, ‘my God, I’ll do anything that we come up with, no matter how 


THE SINNER (DARK HORSE) 

Niles and Stenkiewicz collaborate again 
on a comic book Niles describes as a •: .5 
“really, really dark take on super- 
heroes.” “ '.?v 

SIMON DARK (DC) 

A modem (5ofoic advenfore featunng a 
boy with more than one good head on 
his shoulders, with ait by Sccrtt Hamp- 
ton {Clive Barker’s Tapping die Vein, 
Spooktmusdj. 


SKW (STATUS: HOMELESS) 

A previous unarmounced project 
wito Andrew Ritchie {Cthuffw Tale^, 
with whom Niles recently'collaborat- • 
ed on a one-sho) for Image called .. 
Pieces fyrMomi A Tale of the 
Undead. 

EARTH VS. MONSTERS , 

Somecfoy, Nites’ proposKl video - 
game, will hit gamer’s homes and 
should coincide wito an eponymous 
comic. I: 


gory and how wet.’” 

When something horrific happens - like the seemingly pregnant 
woman who’s torn open from the inside by a very much alive disem- 
bodied head in the first issue - readers are right up close. 

“Bernie and I were having a conversation about how we were going 
to decapitate this character,” Niles recalls with amusement. “And my 
argument was, ‘every time you see somebody get decapitated, it’s 
always through the neck. It must be really hard to swing a blade and 
always hit somebody in the neck. Sometimes it’s gotta hit right in the 
middle of the ear and go down through the jaw.’” 

When Wrightson interjects, asking whether or not slicing through 
someone’s [head] counts as a true decapitation, Steve beams; “These 
are the kinds of conversations we have. I love my job!” ^ 
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In Stores 
Now! 


Set Features ' 

• 96 brand-new monsters with hideously fun new game play 

• Playable with the full HeroQix® game system 


A HortotCliz Starter Game is required to play. 

To learn more, visit WWWHORRORCUX.COM. ^ 





I ^ efore Peter Jackson put New Zealand on 
•' the map wtft cult splatter comedies Bad 
I I Taste, Meet the Feet^e^nd Dead Alive, 

‘ — the island nation was primarily known to 
outsiders for its millions and millions of sheep - 
which outnumber people about sixteen to one. 
Given those odds surely weighing heavily on the 
country’s collective psyche, it’s about time some- 
one shot a gore-filled goof about the herds rising 
up against their human masters. 

Kiwi writer/director Jonathan King took up the 
gauntlet with Black Sheep, a film inspired by Bad 
Taste and Evil Dead 2, as well as a widespread 
national fear of genetically engineered farming. A 
former magazine editor/designer and self-pro- 
claimed “city boy” who grew up in New Zealand’s 
capital, Auckland, he brings those neuroses to the 
forefront of tiie film and blows them up to outra- 
geous proportions. With somewhat less bodily flu- 
ids, more budget and as much energy as those 
early Jackson films. Black Sheep is equal parts 
eco- and body-horror, while also playing on tiie 
femiliar urban vs. rural horror dichotomy. (King’s 
previous film, Chogar - available online at 
YouTube - is a horror-comedy short about feral 
woodland people preying on city folk). 

Set against tiie pastoral greenery of the coun- 
try’s Wellington region, Black Sheep stars Nathan 
Meister as Henry Oldfield, a 30-something emo- 


tional cripple terrified of sheep ever since his 
father died while herding. He returns to the fomily 
farm, where his unscrupulous brother Angus (the 
Bruce Campbeli-iike Peter Feeney) is facilitating 
illicit genetic experiments witii sheep. When bum- 
bling activists accidentally unleash a biohazardous 
lamb, the entire herd becomes infected. Henry, 
along with farmhand Tucker (Tammy Davis) and 
hostile new-agey activist Experience (Danielle 
Mason), gets stranded in the pasture as thousands 
of vicious sheep with a taste for human flesh 
descend upon the area - attacking a meeting of 
international businessmen on hand for the unveil- 
ing of Angus’ new breed of ovine. To make matters 
worse - or better, for gore fans - anyone attacked 
by the creatures... changes. Soon, limbs are torn 
off, gute spilled and faces eaten by sheep crea- 
tures in various states of mutation. And yes, there 
are sheep-shagging jokes thrown in for good 
measure. 

The real star of the show, though, is the effects 
work of Weta Workshop, the New Zealand compa- 
ny famous for its contributions to Jackson's Lord 
of the Rings series and King Kong. With a notice- 
able chunk of the budget dedicated to prosthetics, 
puppets, animatronics, full monster costumes, 
rubber body parts, makeup and fake blood 
- courtesy of FX artists like Steven 
Boyle (Undeadi, Dave Elsey {Hell- 


denced by its enthusiastic reception during ^ r- 
world premiere at the 2006 Toronto International •• 
Film Festival. If theatre-goers respond similarly-.:' 
during its North American tiieatrical run, it will rep- . 
resent one of country’s few homegrown genre • ; 
successes not made by Jackson. 

While touring his debut through film festivals • 
before ite opening on June 22 (from IFC Films), . 
King takes a breather to talk about tiie wooly bul- 
lies of Black Sheep. 

For starter, is thetv some dark, sheep-relat- 
ed incident in your past we should know 
about? 

Wouldn't it be perfect if there was? A child, lost 
out on the farm at night, stampeded by sheep, 
menaced by a ram with something nasty on his 
mind... Unfortunately, there isn’t. My way into the 
story was [as a] city boy who doesn’t really like 
animals and wouldn’t know what to do on a farm 
if his life depended on it - all of which I was able 
to give to my main character! 

The him plays on “organic age” anxieties; 
has New Zealand experienced agriculbiral 
problems similar to mad cow dis- 
ease that helped form this 
tale? 

We haven’t had anything 
like that in New Zealand. 

I believe the farmers 
live in fear of foot-and- 
mouth disease, which 
would mean - like it 
did in Britain - the 
slaughter of hundreds 




of thousands of animals, but we've been spared 
that too. 


ttie eunent state of horror fitms in 

MmZeaiapd? 

There ms still very few films , made in New 
Zealand each year^d even fewer horror films; 
©oe or two a year, at best. There has been a bit 
of a fluiry recently— The Locals, Black Sheep, 
The Ferryman, The Tattooist - but who knows 
how long that will last?'! Ihlnk the important 
thing is that films get made on the basis of 
ideas from people who are passionate aboul 
genre. When you get people trying to churn 
them out to meet a market, then I think you 
get bad films, chasing waning interest. 


Is there something about Kiwis that might 
make them particularly adept at horror- 
comedy? 

Maybe there is a certain attitude we have to 
extreme things - a deadpan humour, a no-non- 
sense way of dealing with things, a readiness 
to see the funny side of anything, Plus we live 
in a country where things are pretty and nice 
most of the time - but where our economy and 
culture was founded on raising animated, then 
chopping diem up into bite-sized pieces and 
sending them out across the world! 

Your inspiration from Peter Jackson’s earfy 
splat^-comedies is on full display here. How 
has his success affected the climate for hor- 
ror films in New Zealand? 

Peter Jackson’s success has, 1 think, opened 
people’s eyes - in New Zealand, anyway - to 
where filmmakers can come from and how you 
learn to make films and build up a career, ft’s 
given genre films a respectability and a viability, 
It certainly helped us travelling overseas; New 
Zealand’s “brand” as a filmmaking country was 
consistent with Black Sheep. He established that 
great films can come out of New Zealand; that 
helps everyone who is telling people they want to 
make a great film in New Zealand. Having said 
that. I'm sure there are people that would hate to 
see New Zealand become a genre film factory, 
and there may be a backlash against that before 
too long! 

A backlash? 

There are some who would say that our public 
funding body [most films in New Zealand are at 
least partly funded by the New Zealand Film 
Commission] should be making worthy and 
enlightening representations of our culture rather 
than grubby little horror films. And, possibly, for 
every Peter Jackson, you^get an Uwe Boll out the 


ottier end. So there is debate as to 
wheSier it’s the best way to grow an Industry, 

Do you think genre tilmmakers feel as if 
tiiey're always working in Jackson’s shad- 
ow? 

Under his shadow might not be quite the right 
phrase, but I think all filmmakers in New Zealand 
are, in some ways, influenced by his presence. If 
nothing else, we’re inspired by what he’s 
achieved. In concrete terms, my film was influ- 
enced by the incredible skill level of the crew and 
the facilities that now exist in Wellington after tdn ^ 
or so years of Rings and Kong - it’s raised' the 
game of what can, and is, being done in New 
Zealand immeasurably. I think that extends down 
from big films to the people with DV cams in their . 
bedrooms. 

Just how cradai was Weta’s participation' in 
Black Sheep? 

Weta's commitment to the film - so early on - 
was absolutely crucial in getting the film made. It 
gave people confidence that we could achieve' 
what we said we could in terms of telling the 
story. And they kind of became our star name to' 
shop around the world. ‘ ‘ 

What's t 
off in the film? 

Most of the gags in the film are pre^ simple and 
old-fashioned. ... My favourite is when the" guy 
gets his lips ripped off. it was actualjy pretty sim- 
ple: he' falls back, the sheep'swoops into frame* 


and worries at his face. We cut the camera, get 
him out, send him off to makeup for an hour or 
so, put him back in the same spot, put the mov- 
ing sheep back in and them-, whip it out, reveal- 
ing the torn face. The cut is Just hidden in tie blur 
of moving wool. Simple, effective. ' ‘ 

Do you have more horror-comedy'plan^ei^? 

I’m currently developing a scary sci-fi-horror 
adventure for slightly younger audiences --think 
Goonies meets The Jhin^- ■ ■ „ . 

Finally, having made tiiis movie, d(^ count-, 
ing sheep still help you ^et to sleep 

No, it gives me anxiety attgidks.'^ • . 



As the following DVDs prove, sheep aren’t the only farm animals 
wreaking havoc in the genre right now. Beware the bovine! 


Never Eat Tainted Meat 


Reviews by Chris Alexander, Brad Abraham and JJ McAllister 


Isolation - Ireland / First Look 

As we look with dread toward our environmentally unstable future, so too does horror. This is nothing new; back In the 1970s eco- 
logical destruction was on everyone’s mind, and rt was that fertile ground that cultivated everything from The Prophecy and The Swarm 
to the oeuvre of David Cronenberg. This brings us to Isolation {PM#53i, Billy O’Brien’s squirm-inducing debut bom of the mad cow cri- 
sis that struck the UK in the late-’90s. 

Opening with a disturbing scene of a bite injury incurred while elbow-deep in a cow’s backside, the film tells the story of struggling 
Irish cattle farmer Dan {Hardware's John Lynch) who has accepted money from a rogue geneticist to inject a couple of his cows with 
a new growth hormone. Its all for the "good of humanity" but these things, of course, never turn out as intended. Mayhem ensues 
when Dan - along with a couple of wayward travellers and a mad scientist type - must confront the horrific results: viscous parasites 
that look like something out of The Thing combined with the creatures from Rabid. 

Isolation is well-intended, yet there’s nothing startlingly new here. Despite that, O’Brien has crafted an effectively moody and sus- 
penseful creature feature. His artful, gloomy cinematography accentuates the otherworidliness of a menace that appears to be noth- 
ing but meat and teeth. For that, it’s admirable; just mind what you eat after watching. BA 


The Mad - Canada / Peace Arch 

Why anyone would mount a horror-comedy and then apparently go out of their way to ensure it contains neither scares, ambitious 
gore, nor laughs is mystifying. But miscasting monolithic mega-ham Billy Zane - whose spectacular scenery-chewing style elevated 
Demon Knightand Titanicto high camp status - as a one-note tight-ass is simply gross professional misconduct. Astonishingly, the 
makers of wannabe zom-com The Mad do all of this, and despite its scant 83-minute running time, the film moves slower than its 
scabby handful of Romero rejects. 

Injecting his performance with neither the engaging egomania of The Phantom nor the menacing intensity of Dead Calm, a visibly 
bored Zane sleepwalks through his role as Dr, Jason Hunt, waylaid with his Typically Dysfunctional Family at a small-town diner whose 
menu of tainted beef soon drives the locals into a state of unbridled cannibalism. 

Hitchcock once referred to film as "life with all the boring bits cut out.” The Afarf operates on the inverse principle, featuring lots of 
dull stock characters ordering food while, apparently, there’s a zombie movie going on around them. A handful of unoriginal gore gags 
do nothing to liven up scenes padded with sub-Tarantino lip-flap that typified first-year student films a decade ago. Unremarkable even 
in the sparsely populated subgenre of diseased bovine-derived horrors like Isolation and Mad Cowgirl, this one's all bun, no burger. JA 


Mad Cowgirl - USA / Epoch 

For all you Star Trek nerdles out there waiting with bated breath to see Walter “Chekov" Koenig get fellated to orgasm. Gregory 
Hatanaka’s psychotropic indie flick meltdown Mad Cowgirl \s most certainly the movie tor you. Otherwise, run far away from this bom- 
bastic, smug and thoroughly obnoxious mash-up of Tarantino, Lynch and the 1 982 schlocker Big Meat Eater. 

The film tells the “story” of Therese (the admittedly talented Sarah Lassez), a lovely young LA health inspector who discovers that a 
steak her butcher brother/lover (James Duval, Frank the bunny from Donnie Darko) fed her contained a deadly dose of mad cow dis- 
ease. As holes develop in her brain, she goes crackers and, after eating endless amounts of red 
meat hallucinates that she’s the lead assassin of her favourite kung fu flick and starts ^ 

killing (and fucking!) everyone In sight, including a morally conflicted televangelist 
(Koenig). While the resulting massacre is bloody, almost none of It registers on a 

Hatanaka apparently believes he’s made the ultimate cult/exploitation picture BH 

here, going so far as to dedicate it to the sultana of sleaze, Doris Wishman. But sBI 

iWadCowgr/yf Is yet another miserable attempt by a fledgling Tarantino disciple 
(the flick cribs liberally from M 5///} to turn pulp into something transcendent. 

The result Isa movie that desperately tries to convince you it’s “hip.” It ain’t. CA ' 
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\ f Rod Serling’s^ Nigh t Gall ery hosted thr^-dimensional 
sculphjres- rather tfpn paintings, artist Thomas Scott Kue- 
bler’s creations Viraott fit right in. His full-size, highly 
detailed figures of monsters, goblin^ witches and weirdos 
look like something out of a creature feature, but are in 
fact striking worte of art that, like the paintings in the 
1 television anthology show, tell chilling tales. 

“My sculptures adjust like the paintings in Night Gallery” 
Kuebler says. “I tell these little stories with them; I’m like Rod 
Serling, who comes in and figuratively says ‘picture a 
man...’ and tells this little paragr^of astory and lets the 
story take over. That’s who I am as a sculptor, I’m a sculptor 
of Night Gallery items." 

Kuebler caught the sculpting bug as a child, building Auro- 
ra monster model kits with his brother in their mother’s 
ceramics room. At the insistent of his parents, who feared 
their son might become a starving artist, the Cleveland native 
enrolled in Kent State Univer^’s graphic design program, 
before secretly switching majors to Fine Art. His first job out 
of college was as a toy designer for American Greetings, 
where he created everything from Strawberry Shortcake col- 
lectibles to the wacky Mad Balls toy line. From there, he 
moved into the animatronkfe industry for thirteen years, 
inventing robots for themd" parks, trade shows, zoos and 
restaurant di^ays including the Jekyll and Hyde “haunted” 
restaurant in New York’s Greenwich Village. But working for 
committees just wasn’t his thing, so the mild-mannered 
artist, who was;,Wuipting In his spare time, made his final 
step toward becoming a real-life Dr. Frankenstein in 2002 
when he began creating giant 3-D monsters in his garage. 

“I left the animatronics industry because there are so many 


32 RUr MORGUE 



stories of my own I want to tell,” says Kuebler of his figures. “When you look at the sculpt, you walk 
around It, you see all the trinkets - the leather aprons and the lollipops and syringes and whatever 
equipment’s on the character - those tilings speak to you, then you tell your own story, you fill in all 
the blanks. This is how I escape, and this is how 1 want you to escape.” 

Kuebler pieces, which have been described as “twisted Norman Rockwell,” are undeniably perfect 
in their execution. Fabrication of a single sculpture requires roughly 
four months of labour and carries a price tag of $10,000 to 
$40,000. Polymer clay is used to carve the original sculpts, 
from which silicone moulds are pulled to make skin. Then 
fibreglass is applied, along with clothing, real human hair . 

(poked in by hand, tfien sometimes cut or shaved), 
whiskers, fingernails, denture teeth, glass eyes and a 
multitude of other minutiae which are added for realism. *' 

The results are one-of-a-kind works of fine art bought 

by restaurants, museums and private collectors from all S'® 

walks of life. According to Kuebler, much of the appeal y ^ 'v 

of his pieces are the monstrous stories they have to tell. ^ 

“We have an inherent need to be frightened and curi- . 

ous of the unknown," he explains. "Bigfoot, the Loch . 

Ness monster, aliens - people are fascinated by 

the idea that maybe they’re real, maybe 

they’re not. This is the reason why people 

would wait lines and spend their money at 

the old sideshows, because they couldn’t 

wait to hear the stories. That’s what 

the carnival barkers were really 

selling: a story. People wanted to % 

hear the wild yarns that created ^ 

the myth of the Elephant Man or v ^ 

the Tattooed Woman or the Alliga- 



p 

IH 
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tor Man and the Snake Lady. And then they wanted to see proof that that 
story happened, even though it was all crap.” 

Indeed, monsters have a special place in Kuebler's heart. A Ghoulardi 
devotee, he grew up watching horror movies on late-night television and 
reading EC comics and Mad Magazine, worshipping the work of illustra- 
tor Jack Davis and FX legend Jack Pearce, who went on to become some 
of his biggest influences. 

"My Frankenstein was directly Influenced by Jack Davis’ Frankenstein," 
he points out. "It has a hint of Boris [Karloff] in there but it’s all long and 
lanky and knobby, and that’s the way Jack Davis drew. He was like Nor- 
man Rockwell but more comic. But Jack Pearce was one of my biggest 
influences. My favourites of all the movies they showed as a kid during 
those night-time horror host shows were the Universal monster movies. 
Most kids wanted to grow up and be famous football players. When I was 
a kid, I wanted to grow up and be the Wolfman! That is, until I found out I 
couldn't grow facial hair at will. I was a very weird kid.” 


To view more of Kuebier's sculptures and find out about his next gallery 
show, visittskuebler.com. 
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ew films in recent years have split the horror faithful as much 
as Eli Roth’s Hostel. The tale of party hardy American travellers 
in Eastern Europe lured into a pay-to-piay torture dungeon 
catering to foreigners hit all kinds of nerves when it was 
released in 2005. Often described as American Pie with gore, 
some hated it for being juvenile, mean-spirited and slow to get 
to the point, while others loved its original concept, unrelenting trauma 
and action-packed finale. Critics had a similar reaction, with the film cur- 
rently sitting at 58 percent positive results at movie review site rotten- 
tomatoes.com, and scoring an average of 5.8 out of 1 0 at the user-driven 
Internet Movie Database (imdb.com). Regardless, he’s back with Quentin 
Tarantino in Roth’s corner as an Executive Producer (and again for the 
sequel), the $4.7 million film earned over $80 million at the box office and, 
along with Saw and the Texas Chainsaw Massacre remake, brought the 
nasty subgenre of “torture porn” into the mainstream. 

“No matter what people say about me. I’m my own worst critic by far,” 
admits Roth of his naysayers during a phone interview with Rue Morgue. 
“I will criticize myself worse than anyone, and I’ll be the first one to admit 
when there is something I could have done better or something that I tried 
and didn’t work. Ultimately, I think that the film really did connect with 
audiences and it made an impact, not just at the box office but it started 


a lot of discussion about ‘torture porn,’ which is a label I don’t particular- 
ly like. I do think that Hostel became a vehicle for conversation about 
social issues; as a filmmaker, that for me is the highest compliment.” 

Roth has been a vocal opponent of the current US government, partic- 
ularly its handling of Hurricane Katrina and the War in Iraq, appearing 
more than once on the notoriously Right-slanted FoxNewsXo defend hor- 
ror films and speak out against his government. While his first feature 
Cabin fever (2002) was a comedic twist on body horror and hillbilly hor- 
ror, Hostel ms much more serious, preying upon popular fears related to 
the Iraq War and the “War on Terror,” of Americans being kidnapped over- 
seas and tortured in a secret location. The victims in the film wear black 
hoods similar to those of victims in hostage videos being played on the 
nightly news. Roth's approach to Hostel: Part II has the narrative evolving 
to reflect new fears of the American public. 

“The situation in Iraq has only gotten worse than it was a year and a half 
ago,” he explains, “but I know there is a new kind of killer in America and 
that is the killer that lives right next door to you and has never done any- 
thing wrong, and with shootings like in Amish country and the horrible 
massacre at Virginia Tech, people are very afraid in America right now, and 
it’s not of the terrorist, it’s of the person they go to school with, their class- 
mates or the person that lives next door or the person that they stand next 
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to in church, or the person that coaches little league. That’s who people are ter- 
rified of ’cause those are the people that are snapping and going on killing 
sprees.” 

The plot of Hostel: Part II picks up immediately after the end of the first film 
(Roth says they can be watched concurrently as one movie) and follows a cou- 
ple of clean-cut American businessmen as they travel to Eastern Europe to 
indulge in the thrill of torturing and killing another human. One remarks pas- 
sionately to the other, “people are going to fear you ... what you do today is 
going to pay off for the rest of our fucking lives." 

The real horror at the centre of the Hostel films is following a culture of vio- 
lence and consumerism to its logical conclusion, where the rich can buy the 
right to break the ultimate taboo. In the past, in films such as the original Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre, Motel Hell, Invasion of the Blood Farmers or The Hills Have 
Eyes, marginalized rural “monsters” turned humans into meat as a means of 
survival in a capitalist society. Now the slaughter is simply recreation for the 
rich, and the monsters could be anyone. In Hostel: Part II, Roth’s goal was to hold 
that mirror even closer to the audience. 

"This fear of terrorism is now being taken over by a fear of our own neigh- 
bours; that’s a new thing in America and that definitely works its way into Hos- 
tel II,” he says. “That’s why I focused on the businessmen, I didn’t want to make 
them psychos; they’re not crazy killers, they’re normal guys that are just doing 
a very sick, horrible thing and they’ve never done it before. I really wanted the 
audience members to feel horrible for everyone involved. I wanted to make 
killers who were actually new guys like that; they were relatable to everyone.” 

The other twist in Hostel: Part II is that the vacationing victims are now a 
group of young American women - the most valuable commodities on the tor- 
ture menu. The first Hostel has only glimpses of violence being committed 
towards women, and by bringing it to the forefront of the narrative this time, 
Roth realizes he’s walking a very thin line in the “torture porn” subgenre. 

Without getting into specifics, he acknowledges, “Anytime you have violence 
towards women, especially when it’s a man committing those violent acts, there- 
is a sexual element to it. I had to be careful because I didn’t want the film to be 
unpleasant. You want it to be scary and you want it to be terrifying, but I didn’t . 
want to have it be unpleasant in the way a film like Last House on the Left is ^ 

I find it unpleasant and difficult to watch. So I had to craft scenes that werei 
scary and terrifying but ultimately wouldn’t make the audience feel guilty about ’ 
going to see the film.” 

Of course, when you get right down to it, it’s the shock factor - the blood, guts 
and cruelty - that sells the film. Audiences, particularly mainstream ones, are 
simultaneously repelled and compelled by the extreme transgressions of 
movies like Hostel that cater to the morbidly curious wondering just how inhu- 
mane humanity really is. It’s why the film’s advance poster was simply text over 
tissue, a close-up of skinned wild boar flesh. 

The film’s distributor, Lionsgate (Maple in Canada), knows that whether or not 
audiences enjoy Hostel: Part II in the end is irrelevant. It’s about getting the curi- 
ous into the theatre, preferably on the opening weekend, which is why there 
aren’t (at the time of this writing) any advance screenings scheduled. 

Controversy aside, whether or not audiences are tired of “torture porn” will be 
determined on the June 8 weekend when Hostel: Part II opens in North Ameri- 


has shot back at his. critics before (even in print), 
believes that any slings and arrows fired his way are the result of 
his ambitions in the genre. 

"I’m trying to break the formula; I’m trying to do new things with 
horror,” he reasons, “Everyone complains that everything is the 
same and we’ve seen the same old crap and the same old story, 
and I was trying to reinvent the formula a little bit. And that’s shock- 
ing to some people.” 
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bic’s Werewolf Women of the S.S. feels mod- 
em. Edgar Wright’s Don 't is an authentic- 
looking parody and Robert Rodriguez’s 
Machete is somewhere in between, 

Same goes for the features. The 
first one. Rodriguez’s Planet Ter- 
ror. is a helluva fun ride that 
crams almost too much 
exploitation madness into its 
75 minutes; bikers, strippers, 
zombies, rapist army mutants, 
a bisexual doctor with a 
syringe gun. that iconic rifle 
leg and gore that mns the 
gamut from gut munch- 
ing to the aforemen- 
tioned syrup-nuts. 

Yet, it also has effects 
big enough for a dozen 
real exploitation 
movies, name actors 
Bruce Willis, Freddy 
Rodriguez and Rose 
McGowan, plus a 
look that’s closer to 
the post-grindhouse 
video era. Although 
it misses the ntark 


in some ways, it works overtime to entertain 
the hell out of you. And that’s what counts. 

Tarantino on the other hand delivers a self- 
indulgent experiment with a few inspired 
stunts. Death Proof optus with 40 minutes of 
aimless banter between a group of women 
who arc simply the killer’s demonstration 
victims, before moving on to a second group 
of women who are talkicr and more boring, 
yet capable of taking him on. 

Kurt Russell is fantastic as homicidal 
anachronism Stuntman Mike and the car 
chases/wrecks are sometimes dazzling - yet 
they’re buried by throwaway scenes seem- 
ingly penned ten years ago by a Tarantino 
wannabe. Cliche Tarantino musings (e.g. 
"Vanishing Point is, like, the best movie 
ever”) and some embarrassing pcrfonnances 
(particularly Marcy llarriell’s one-note jive- 
talkin' Marcy) are the real grind. 

Really, the most entertaining thing about 
Death Proof is, how critic proof it seems to 
be, as reviewers and message board apolo- 
gists try hard to divine deeper intentions here 
(“It’s homage to the New Wave” - pffft!), 
which is ridiculous in a supposed grindhonse 
movie. But then again, so is calling this mul- 
tiplex-friendly double feamre a “sleaze-filled 
saga.” 

Regardless, at least Planet Terror and 
the trailers deliver where Tarantino’s 
snooze-filled story drops its balls. 
And if for some reason his inten- 
tion was to under-deliver in true 
“grindhouse” style, then fuck 
consensus, 

Dave .\lexander 

ONE SEXY VAMP 

mSE: BLOOD BOITEB 

Starring Lucy Liu, 

Michael Chiklis 
and James D’Arcy 
Written and directed 
by Sebastian Gutierrez 
Samuel Goldwyn 

Opening with a stylish 
seduction scene that rivals the 
memorable lesbian tryst in 
The Hunger. Rise proves to 


NHAT HAPPENED? 


ORINONOOBE 

Starring Kurt Russell, Freddy Rodriguez 
and Rose McGowan 

Written and directed by Robert Rodriguez 

and Quentin Tarantino 

Miramax 


Oh the conundRim that is Grindhouse. 
Why did it fail? Was it too long? Wrong 
opening weekend? Was the promise of see- 
ing Tarantino’s balls melt off some kind of a 
deal breaker? 

Box-oHice shortcomings aside, the biggest 
problem with Grindhouse is consensus. 
Before starting the project, the filmmakers 
should've decided just how grindhouse 
Grindhouse should be. They artificially aged 
their films, chose lurid concepts and dressed 
them up in retro marketing, yet. no real 
grindhouse movie had multiple name actors, 
top-notch digital effects or a budget in the 
tens of millions. The accompanying trailers 
for faux films reflect this disconnect between 
and substance; Eli Roth’s Thanksgiving 
like genuine found footage, Rob Zom- 





Severance: Gives new meaning to “dead-end job. ” 


NO DUTCH TREAT 


be a slick, sexy vampire thriller - even 
though the '‘V'’ word is never uttered and 
we never see a sharpened fang plunge into a 
pulsing artery. 

Lucy Liu (Kill Bill) plays Sadie Blake, an 
investigative reporter murdered by a clan- 
destine cult of vampires in order to stop her 
from exposing their existence. She wakes 
up three days later in a morgue, now a vam- 
pire driven by an insatiable thirst for blood. 
Wandering the streets, she's forced to feed 
on a feeble derelict in a homeless shelter. 

Sickened by what she has become. Sadie 
tries to commit suicide but is rescued by a 
man who teaches her how to use her new 
vampire powers to get revenge. This is 
where Liu really shines, as she goes from 
victim to assassin, hunting the vampires 
who created her and offing them with a 
crossbow loaded with silver arrows. Along 
the way she teams up with a hard-boiled 
detective, played by Michael Chiklis, who's 
after the same vampires because they killed 
his daughter, There's also a silly cameo by 
Marilyn Manson, playing a bartender in a 
scene that you’ll miss if you blink. 

Because this was written and directed by 
the same guy who penned Gothika and 
Snakes on a Plane, be prepared for some 
asinine dialogue and a fairly predictable 
plot. That said, though, it’s still a thorough- 
ly enjoyable watch, particularly due to some 
superb cinematography, which helps give it 
a polished, elegant look. 

Liu’s performance is outstanding, and the 
fact that she’s often naked or mincing about 
in a bloodsoaked bra doesn't hurt either (it 
gives the title another meaning for sure). 
And the open ending with the hint of a 
sequel is unusually welcome for a “sexy 
vampire" movie. 

Last Chance Lance 

HOSTEL MEETS THE OFFICE 

SEVEIMCE 

Starring Laura Harris, Danny Dyer 

and Tim Mcinnerny 

Directed by Christopher Smith 

Written by James Moran and Christopher Smith 

Christal Films 

Working a dead-end job gets a completely 
new meaning in Severance, director Christo- 
pher Smith’s follow-up to his Raw Meal riff 
Creep. Here, he and co-writer James Moran 
poke fun at - and holes in - coiporate cul- 
ture’s bogus onc-for-all mentality with occa- 
sionally caustic jokes and a scries of gory set 
pieces. In the process. Smith has crafted a 
blackly funny film that, while far from per- 
fect. still bleeds deep red when it needs to. 

The story opens with seven employees of 


Palisade Defence - an international arms 
manufacturer - on their way to a posh week- 
end retreat in the woods of Hungary. It’s 
meant to be a team-building exercise, but 
when the .swish chalet they expected turns 
out to be a broken-down former mental asy- 
lum and they spot masked men lurking in the 
woods (and ruining their paintball games), 
not all of our heroes turn out to be team 
players. 

Character-wise, Smith and Moran arc 
playing with stereotypes known to any view- 
er of The Office', the boss who wants to be 
liked, the assistant who cares too much, the 
good-natured fuck-up. the real leader with 
contempt for the actual boss, etc. Casting 
helps bring these sometimes thin characters 
to life before they die. most notably Canadi- 
an Laura Harris {Kitchen Party, The Facul- 
ty) as the token American (and Final Girl) 
and newcomer Babou Ccesay as Billy, the 
sweet and competent co-worker who keeps 
his head when all those around him are los- 
ing theirs... literally. 

Smith makes good use of editing and 
sound to ratchet up the tension as it becomes 
apparent that something or someone is after 
the team, but he doesn’t cheap out on the 
violence when it’s called for. Bear traps, 
flame-throwers and sharp weaponry get their 
due as our protagonists are stalked, tortured 
and slashed. Comparisons to Hostel and The 
Office are inevitable, but Severance distin- 
guishes itself by using a political sensibility 
to eviscerate big business, even as it offers 
viewers a bloody good time. 

Sean Plummer 


SEUOGIITEEI NIGNT 

Starring Victoria Koblenko, Kurt Rogiers 
and Jop Joris 

Written and directed by Frank van Geloven 
and Edwin Visser 
Tartan Video 

While it’s always cool to see new horror 
movies being made in different markets (in 
this case the Netherlands), it’s equally disap- 
pointing to discover foreign directors pump- 
ing out the same old derivative junk we're 
used to here in North America. Slaughter 
Night {Sl8n8 in the Netherlands) may not be 
an awful film, but it brings nothing new to the 
slasher genre. 

After losing her father in a car accident, 
Kristcl (Victoria Koblenko) travels to Bel- 
gium with friends to retiHeve his final manu- 
script, a bonk he was writing on murderers 
sentenced to death in the coal mines. While 
there, the group tours the mine, which is 
rtimoured to be haunted by the ghost of child 
killer Andries Martiens. A mechanical error 
traps the group, and while the tour leader goes 
for help the others whip out the old Ouija 
board (a necessity for any mine tour) and per- 
fonn a seance. The ghost of Martiens is 
unleashed, possessing the bodies of various 
characters, who one by one stalk and decapi- 
tate their prey. 

Slaughter Night takes a while to get going, 
using up at least 45 minutes of its running 
time before the first kill. When the action does 
start, it’s an admittedly gory yet frustrating* 
Continued an pagd 42... * 
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Slaughter Night: One of the killer’s trophies in this Dutch slasher film. 


experience. The directors' shot each chase and 
mui'dcr by sltaking the camera as violently as 
possible, so that you can barely tell what’s 
going on. robbing the scenes of any impact 
they might have had. There arc also some very 
stupid plot holes, such as when the elevator 
inexplicably stalls working again, the sur- 
vivors don’t use it to escape. 

For what it’s worth. Slaughter Night is slick- 
looking. reasonably well-acted and isn’t afraid 
to bust out the fake blood. But hardened hor- 
ror fans will find little more here than a tired 
premise done better so many limes before. 

Aaron ^'o^ l.upton 

MOTEL HELL 

ifflcicy 

Starring Kate Beckinsale, Luke Wil- 
son 

and Frank Whaley 
Directed by Nimrod Antal 
Written by Mark R. Smith 
Screen Gems 

This film is supposed to merit a 
one-line review, probably based on 
the phrase “don’t check in.’" Certainly, the first 
five minutes are not promising. A cranky cou- 
ple lost on an unmarked country road in the 
dead of night? Car trouble? No cell service? 
Creepy guy running the only mote! for miles'.^ 


The shadov.'y cliches speed past like trees on a 
dark highway as Amy and David Fox bed 
down at the Pinewood Motel, where everyone 
who’s seen the trailer knows they’ll find them- 
selves in the midst of a snuff film shoot but 
will probably survive, pretty faces unscathed. 
Plus a director named Nimrod. Yikes! 

But then something wonderful happens: the 
actors act! Trapped in a cockroach and hidden 
camera-infested room, Kate and Luke turn on 
the terror as they dLscover the videotaped evi- 
dence of victims killed in that! very! room!, 
then try escape a similar fate. Maybe their 
fear-induced marriage-counselling blubbering 
kills some tension, and perhaps some of their 
tactics arc unrealistic (would you barricade 
yourself inside the room again and again?) but 
their perfoimances arc convincingly accom- 
plished-- a wonderful respite from the 
skanky, stupid teenagers in most 
mainstream chillers. 

At 90 minutes, Vacancy makes no 
time for subplots, bad guy back sto- 
ries or (soriy, Beckinsale fans) make- 
out scenes. It also screeches to an 
abnipt halt - all good ways to keep 
scaredy cats on the edge of their scats. 

Although rated R for bmtal violence, this 
one’s actually pretty mild for a film about 
snuff (the nastiest killings arc conveyed more 
with ear-splitting screaming than visuals). It's 
definitely closer to Hitchcock than Hostel. 



with a modern surveillance/tech twist. A good 
horror movie and an even better thriller, this is 
the one to watch with a date who hates gore 
but still wants to be freaked out. 

Liisa Ladouceur 

DON'T FEAR THE REAPING 

THE BEAPINE 

Starring Hilary Swank, David Morrissey 
and Stephen Rea 
Directed by Stephen Hopkins 
Written by Carey Hayes and Chad Hayes 
Warner Bros. 

If Mel Gibson has taught us anything, it’s 
that devout Christians will flock to sec gore if 
you give them a good Bible stoiy. Those faith- 
ful should dig The Reaping, a passable horror 
film that appears to be an apocalyptic pan- 
demic epic but is actually a Southern-fried 
Sunday school scare. After all. check out the 
poster: “What hath God wrought?" The 
answer: Hilary Swank in sweaty tank tops. 
Well, that and the child of Satan. More on that 
later... 

Swank plays damaged ordained minister 
turned miracle debunker Katherine Winter. 
She's still having nightmares about the sacrifi- 
cial slaughter of her husband and daughter by 
some starving Sudanese she was trying to save 
in Africa when she gets called to Haven, a 
small Louisiana town that’s 
going to Hell. Seems a boy 
is dead and the townsfolk 
arc blaming his sister, the 
not-so-sweet little Lauren 
(Anna Sophia Robb), whose 
heathen mother lives in the 
woods. Oh, and the river 
has turned to blood. Enter 
Stephen Rea, who is woe- 
fully underused as the priest 
who tries to warn her that 
this plague could be the Real Deal. 

The crimson river so prominently displayed 
in the trailers is gorgeously icky on the big 
screen as Katherine and her sidekicks wade 
through it in search of a scientific explanation. 
Too esn Cue raining frogs. In short order, the 
remaining catastrophes from the Old Testa- 
ment's Plagues of Egypt stoiy are unleashed 
upon Haven. Even if you know the boils, lice. 
Hies and rotting cows arc coming, they're still 
effectively gross. 
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JASON PRIESTLEY 


ELLIOTT GOULD 


FROM JOE DANTE 


DIRECTOR OF GREMLINS 


AND THE HOWLING 


, SHORT I 


JOE DANTE 

(THE HOWLING, GREMLINS) 


SAM HAMM 

^ (BATMAN, BATMAN RETURNS) 

i JASON PRIESTLEY 
{BEVEHLY HILLS 90210) 

• ELLIOn GOULD 
: (OCEAN’S 11 & 12, FRIENDS) 



it began with a terrifying rash of isolated homicides around the 
world, normal male sexual urges suddenly transformed into 
violent rage. Now a pair of scientists (Jason Priestley 
and Elliott Gould) are in a desperate race against time to 
figure out how - and why - the war between the sexes has 
turned murderous. 


Audio commentary featuring director Joe Dante and writer 
Sam Hamm, behind-the-scenes featurettes, photo gallery 
and more! ^ • 




...enough hOt-bunoil provocation to 
not only expand your mind but to also 

blow it to pieces.” 

-Slant Magazine . 


A NEW BREED OF HORROR 
INFESTS STORES 6/12/07 


Available At; 

& other fine retailers 






R MUST-SEE SPOUKOUT 


There arc good jolts and plot tw'ists involving satanic cults and con- , 
spiracies- is Lauren the spawn of Satan? -but The Reaping's sin is a lack' 
of subtlety or style. Direetor Stephen Hopkins is a TV guy {24, Tales from 
the Crypt) who loves chase scenes and excessive CGI. And considering 
what Ainity'vil/e did with a few flic.s in the attic, you'd think a horde of 
rampaging locusts would be the ultimate fright, but they’re totally fake. 

Swaiik is believably intense, the Louisiana setting is dripping with 
atmosphere and, well, a smiting stonn of hail and fire is as good a climax 
as any. But beneath all that is a film about religious faith. Whether you 
fear The Reaping will depend greatly on how much of that you have. 

IJisa Ladouceur 



Starring Olivia Bonamy, Michael Cohen 
and Maria Roman 

Written and directed by David Moreau 
and Xavier Palud 
Equinoxe/Wamer 

As a lover of dark cinema, you are 
always searching for that one pic- 
ture that will wrap its celluloid ten- 
drils around your throat and 
squeeze, never ebbing its merciless 
grip until the final credits roll. And 
while Alexandre Aja’s crackerjack 
thriller Haute Tension did that job 
very well, it was almost fatally undermined by a final reel plot 
contrivance that betrayed all the good/bad that went before it. 
David Moreau and Xavier Palud’s deft white-knuckle French 
suspense film lls {Them, en anglais), however, streamlines 
Aja’s full-throttle aesthetic, delivering a lean (only 77 minutes!), 
mean suspense machine that aims to stop your heart in high 
style - and succeeds. 

As the drawn-out opening sequence reveais, something evil 
prowls the deep forests of Bucuresti, Romania, something 
lethal and unseen. In the thick of tie trees, almost hidden from 
the moonlight, attractive French couple Lucas and Clementine 
live a life of solitude in their remote mansion. At least until said 
evil pays them a midnight visit. Their car disappears, the lights 
go out, the phone goes dead and then, for the next hour, the 
couple is relentlessly stalked, toyed with and tormented by 
their assailants. The viewer suffers and sweats along with 
them every step of the way. 

lls is a first-rate horror film that has that rarest of manifests 
to dismantle its audience without the aid of any fancy special 
effects or gratuitous gore. In fact, the violence rarely strays 
past PG, relying Instead on psychological thrills to paralyze and 
shock. And we really, truly care about the fate of Lucas and 
Clementine, which is no mean feat considering the short run- 
ning time of the movie. Apparently based on true events, lls is 
an unexpected masochistic treat guaranteed to turn you into a 
delightfully heaving, spent mess. Yes readers, this is the one. 

Chris Alexander 



JUST GIVE UP ALREADY 



CREEPSHOW III 

Starring AJ Bowen, Kris Alien 
and Ryan Catty 
Written and directed by 
James Glenn Dudelson 
and Ana Clavell 
HBO 


.lames Glenn Dudelson and Ana 
Clavell are quickly becoming the 
Burke and Hare of lioiror; two artisti- 
cally de.spicablc filmmakers that have 
somehow managed to sink their talons 
into some of the finest Laurel-financed 
George Romero titles and are now 
bleeding them dry for every dime 
they’re worth. First they spat acid in our eyes with 
the insultingly insipid 2005 entry Day of the Dead 2: Conlagiimi. and 
now they’ve poured salt on our wounds with this, the most bilc-induc- 
ing excuse for a horror movie I've ever seen: Creepshow 111. 

Anyone who recalls the original 1982 EC Comics-inspired 
Roinero/Stephen King classic and holds that gem near and dear to their 
hearts will be stunned by the depths to which Creepshow 111 sinks. Con- 
necting five cheapo stories of supernatural terror together, the film is 
DOA from frame one. The first tale sees a teenager tuming into a pile 
of goo and then a bunny when her father fiddles with their TV remote; 
in another, a poor schmuck buys a talking radio that leads him to a 
pimp’s gold; in yet another, a homicidal hooker meets her match in the 
fonn of a guy in a shoddy rubber mask, and so on. Each increasingly 
mouldy movement is packed with tacky humour, laughable CGI, listless 
writing, sitcom-level direction and insipid performances. 

All the wonderful macabre pulp genius of the first film’s oozing 
comic book panel framing, and even the B-level thrills of the second’s 
skeezy animation, have been replaced with shitty Flash-animation cali- 
bre cartoons with no pay-off. And the most mind-bending thing is that 
Dudelson and Clavell have the gall to include a gratuitous behind-the- 
scenes featurette that portrays them as passionate cinematic visionaries. 
Ugh. Gag me with a narcissistic maggot. Creepshow 111 is a hideous 
cash grabber of a Hick, and all involved should retire immediately. 

Chris Ale.xander 
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Available at local retailers or online at WWW.DARKSKYFILMS.COM 


COMPLETE AND UNCUT FOR THE FIRST TIME ON DVD! 


On a vacation away from their family, Tom (Lewis 
Fiander, of DR. JEKYLL & SISTER HYDE) and his 
pregnant wife Evelyn (FAR FROM THE MADDING 
CROWD'S Prunella Ransome) sail to an Island off 
the coast of Spain that seems deserted... until Its 
children emerge from the shadows with the blood 
of their parents on their hands... and hatred <in 
their hearts for every adult. 






starring Jason Priestly, Kerry Norton 
and Elliot Gould 
Directed by Joe Dante 

Written by Sam Hamm and James Tiptree Jr. 

Anchor Bay 

With the exception of ^Ht^STEBSliPHGHRIItl 
Tobe Hooper’s season one 
misfire, the post-nuke, ^ 

youth-gone-wild-themed 
Dance of the Dead, none of 

the Masters of Horror I 

episodes have presented a 
real end of the world see- 

nario, until now. Joe Dante, i 

who flirts with mass chaos i 

in his political war/zombie _ ® j 

installment Homecoming, 

widens the scope of the series with an adaptation of the 
sci-fi/horror short story by Raccoona Sheldon, which is a 
pen name for Aiice Sheldon, better known as James Tip- 
tree Jr. (yeah, I don’t get it either). 

The titie refers to the real-life population control of the 
screwfly worm through sterilization of the males of the 
species - an Idea extrapolated and twisted to genuinely 
horrific proportions here. Starring Jason Priestly - and 
therefore encouraging the alternate title of Apocalypse 
90210 - The Screwfly Solution has the end of times com- 
ing on the sharp end of a Y-chromosome. The still-boyish 
actor plays Alan, a researcher working for the CDC (Cen- 
ters for Disease Control)' when a strange disease breaks 
out that causes men to confuse sexuality with aggres- 
sion, turning them murderously misogynistic. With help 
from his friend and co-worker Barney (Elliot Gould), who’s 
gay and unaffected by the mystery illness, he tries to con- 
vince the government of the rapidly spreading catastro- 
phe while protecting his wife Anne (Kerry Norton) and 
daughter from the eruption of male violence. As the 
female population is sequestered or killed off and Alan 
succumbs to the disease, Anne goes into hiding, where 
she learns who’s behind it all. 

This is classic dark sci-fi and, even with a low-budget, 
Dante does it justice by creating a tension-wracked 
atmosphere of constant danger, particularly when Anne 
must disguise herself as a man to buy supplies from red- 
necks who would murder her in a second if they knew the 
truth. It’s just the kind of conceptual horror that MoH 


f 


Dave Alexander 


A QUEER FABLE 

THE NWyilE BE NICHBEAS 

Starring Jeff Sutton, David Turnbull 
and Ardith Boxall 

Written and directed by Jeff Erbach 
Domino Productions 

There are no \'ampire bats or black eyeliner 
here, but The Nature of Nicholas sure is Gothic. 

More specifieally, Canadian Gothic. As such, it 
combines the supernatural, repressed “teiTors of 
the soul" of classic Gothic fiction with haunted 
prairie landscapes to create a quiet ghost film that’s also a coming- 
out/coming-of-age story set in the 1950s. Twelve-year old Nicholas (Jeff 
Sutton) is confused - about his feelings for his best friend Bobby (David 
Turnbull), about the insides of insects, about why his dead father keeps 
showing up when no one's looking. 

The filmmakers describe this as a “surreal fable,” and in many ways 
it's quite bent. Their oddest, most genuinely unsettling creation is the 
ghostly father, who possesses the living by plunging his bare hands into 
their backs, operating them like ventriloquist dolls. And when Nicholas 
lays a kiss on Bobby, it unleashes a monstrous version of the boy that 
begins to decay in gruesome ways. I’m sure plenty of small-town gay 
boys who play with dead things will relate to these scenes, if they can 
keep from falling asleep while watching them. 

The Nature of Nicholas (made in 2002 and finally released on DVD) is 
painfully slow; there’s little humour and no music. In fact, dialogue is so 
hushed it's hard to hear. (That said, it’s beautifully shot.) Peiformance- 
wise, while both Sutton and Turnbull arc excellent young actors, the 
script has them talking like bored adults. 

Some strange scenarios develop at the end, but apart from watching 
what other obvious metaphors for Nicholas’ conflicted sexuality director 
Jeff Erbach will concoct out of goo next, the film is tough to sit through. 
It’s amazing that someone has made a gay preteen zombie period drama, 
and even more amazing that they’ve made it so dull. 

Liisa Laciouceur 



T-HORROR? 


Starring Ananda Everingham, Achita Sikamana 
and Natthaweeranuch Thongmee 
Directed by Banjong Pisanthanakun 
and Parkpoom Wongpoom 
Tartan Video 

You don’t need anoUier review telling you that 
Asian ghost-homor has worn thin. Long black hair, 
wronged woman, water, curse, etc. - you know the deal. Time and repe- 
tition have hurt this subgenre, perhaps more than others, and Shutter is 
no exception. That said, the film reworks those familiar tropes with some 
success. 

The simple premise sees a photographer. Tun (Ananda Everingham), 
and his girlfriend. Jane (Natthaweeranuch Thongmee). perpetrate an 
accidental late-night hit and run. As their guilt mounts, they’re terrorized 
by a supernatural force and assume the girl they plowed into the asphalt 
(played by Achita Sikamana) has died and returned for revenge. Yet, 
there’s no record of any fatalities in the area, and soon distorted images 
on Tun’s camera and temfying nightmares uncover a hoirible crime that 
won’t stay buried. (They never do. do they?) 

The story plods along for the first part of the film, offering a few good 
jump-scares but not much else new. Past the halfway point, however, 
some disturbing twists drive the plot into increasingly dark alleys unti' " 
seriously creepy end involving hanger-on spirits lies it all together. 
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MASSACBE AT ClITIEB'S COVE 

The Asylum Home Entertainment 

Ever wonder when you’d get to see a film with a zombie pirate receiv- 
ing a iap dance? Well, hold on to your hooks, kiddies, because this is it. 

When homy teenagers open a treasure chest they find on the beach, 
they release the spirit of Jolly Roger, whose resurrected corpse hunts 
the descendants of the men who betrayed him and stole his booty. He 
even visits a strip club, where he slices a sfripper and beats a bouncer to death with the man’s 
own severed arm. Reminiscent of The R)g, it’s a fun film packed to the gills with hacked-off 
limbs, decapitations and some pretty good bloody special effects. It may also be tfie only film 
in history where someone is killed with a marshmallow stick. 

Body Count; 19 


“Arrrrr” Count: 6 


S[( 
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Brain Damage Films 

Students living in ttie town of Pirate’s Point (harrr, harrr) learn about a 
buried treasure and set off to dig it up. Problem is, the treasure is 
cursed, and soon they’re being hunted by the spirit of Pirate Death, 
who’s hell-bent on taking back the prize. The real curse, though, is the 
movie’s stilted acting, cheesy gore effects and lamentabie heavy metal soundtrack. The body 
count is high, but apparently the sound mixer was too, as often the dialogue Is unintelligible 
due to wind blowing in the background. The movie’s only high points are a funny cameo by 
Ron Jeremy and the hilarious performance by Syn Devil (Vampire Sister^, who gets topless 
and tries to carry the entire movie on her bountiful bosom. 

Body Count: 32 
“Arrrrr” Count: 11 


LAItIGElUSiElir 



The Asylum Home Entertainment 

I could easily sum up this movie like so: Lance Henriksen plays an evil 
pirate who gets attacked by giant flying insects. Honestly, what more 
do you want? OK, fine - in this loose adaptation of Treasure Island, a 
tavern owner finds a treasure map, hires a ship and crew and sets sail 
to dig it up. Henriksen steals the show as Long John Sliver, a greedy, ~ 

backstabbing pirate who spouts lines like “May a cucumber fish sail straight up my arse if I’m 
lying.” And despite costumes straight outta The Pirates of Penzance, The Asylum obviously had 
a budget for this one. The movie features a real ship, great exterior locations and some cool 
special effects - nothing involving butts and cucumber fish, thankfully. 

Body Count; 16 
“Arrrrr” Count: 1 


Last Chance Lance 


i RUE MORGUE 


Thai horror, although currently enjoying a 
healthy output, lias, for the most part, trailed 
behind Japan. Korea and China. Partly because 
the countiy has come to the game late and partly 
because of its conservative nature, its flight 
Dicks have felt rather derivative, safe and moral- 
istically simple. Shulier is one of the best so far, 
not only because of a few choice twists, but also 
because it finds new ways to scare within the J- 
horror template without just adding gi'osser 
ghosts or bloodier deaths. 

Made in 2004. it kicked around festivals for a 
while and got enough attention that Fox- 
Regency snagged it for a remake. Now, what 
was that about being late to the game? 

Dave Alexander 



HOMICIDAL CIRCLE JERK 


13 TZAMEII 

Starring Georges Babluani, 

Aurelien Recoing and Fred Ulysse 
Written and directed by 
Gela Babluani 
Palm Pictures 

In the true French fashion 
that we all love and adore. 13 
Tzameti is an unbearably tense, supremely styl- 
ish and utterly nihilistic thriller. The nasty little 
film recounts the misadventures of Sebastien 
(Georges Babluani), a financially challenged 
young man who intercepts a letter intended for 
his recently deeeased employer. It contains 
instmetions on w'hcrc a mysterious meeting is 
to be held - believing he'll score some easy 
cash, he follows the directions only to leam. to 
his absolute horror, that he’s entered into a type 
of Russian roulette and there’s nothing he can 
do to get out of it. 

In this infinitely more lethal variation of the 
game, thirteen men stand in a circle each point- 
ing a gun at the head of the man in front of 
them; sort of like a homicidal circle jerk. In 
round one. they place a single bullet in the 
chamber and simultaneously pull the trigger. 
Wlioever manages to survive with their hypo- 
thalamus intact forms a new circle, loads two 
bullets in their guns and on it goes until there’s 
only one man left standing. All the while, a gag- 
gle of sadists bet on the outcome. 

Shot in beautifully stark, high-contrast black 
and white, 13 Tzameti paints an unsettling por- 
trait of a wrorld completely devoid of human 
empathy, and boasts a terrific cast of French 
character actors who all look as though they’ve 
been chain-smoking since infancy. 

Apparently, dmector Babluani is set to helm 
an English-language. American remake of the 
film simply titled 13. If that transpires, hope- 
fully he won’t follow in the footsteps of George 
Sluizer ( The Vanishing) by completely destroy- 
ing everything so wonderfully pessimistic 
about the original in a misguided attempt to.: 
cater to the American film market. 

StuartAiiiliiHS i 
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Comet should appeal to fans of hybridized 
’80s fluff and ardent devotees of the film 
ought to be rightly irked that MGM blew a 
prime opportunity to release a special edi- 
tion, instead of this well-mastered but bare- 
bones DVD. 


Mark R. Hasan 
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SHOP ’TIL V05.f DHOP 

NIEm OFTi MEI|lS»t| 

Starring Catherine Mary Stewart, 

Kelli Maroney and Robert Beltran 
Written and directed by Thom Eberhardt 
MGM 

Like, OMG - zombies! How’s this for a 
new take on the zombies and shopping malls 
narrative? On the night a comet passes over 
Earth, valley girl sisters Regina (Catherine 
Mary Stewart) and Samantha (Kelli 
Maroney) just miss being turned into piles 
of rusty dust. Naturally, they toast their new 
independence by going “shopping.” and dis- 
cover pockets of trigger-happy survivors 
who crave the other white meat (big-haired 
teens in leg wanners). You’d think the last 
thing the last men on Earth would do is mow 
down the only hot chicks left on the planet, 
but perhaps the slow zombification process 
shuts down all libidinous urges. A bunch of 
egghead survivalists eventually rescue the 
girls from becoming dinner, but the group’s 
)truc intentions are to use the blood of 


healthy specimens to create a seaim to cure 
their own cannibalistic lapses. 

Strangely, up to the survivalists’ interven- 
tion. Nighl of the Comet offers some mild 
T&A. token profanity and 
blood, but then writer/direc- 
tor Thom Eberhardt inex- 
plicably drops these ingredi- 
ents from the final third of 
the film. Worse, the produc- 
ers inadc sure every scene 
was globbed with hoiTcndous 
songs to sell the tie-in LR 

Despite all this, Comet does 
contain some entertaining ref- 
erences. Regina becomes the 
“Omega Woman.” riding a 
hog through deserted LA, and 
healthy people are abducted by .survivalists 
who need clean DNA — a scheme not dis- 
similar from L.Q. Jones' cult classic A Bov 
and bis Dog. Cinematographer Ailhur Albert 
also gave the film a pleasing design using 
matte colours and comic book-styled com- 
positions, all of which is evident on MGM’s 
clean DVD transfer. 


If a title like The Clown Murders has you 
imagining a crime scene littered with blood- 
stained candy floss and juggling balls, then 
prepare for a letdown. There’s no such big 
top butchery to be found in this rather som- 
bre Canadian-lcnscd ’70s psychological hor- 
ror film by director and accomplished author 
Martyn Burke. 

Instead, the film involves four friends 
(including a sympathetic John Candy in his 
pre-5Crr days) who plan an elaborate and 
mean-spirited Halloween prank on their old 
college buddy Philip (Lawrence Dane: 
Scanners. Rituals), a real estate developer 
who plans to tear down a beloved fann to 
make way for an apartment complex. Don- 
ning clown costumes, they abduct Philip’s 
wife Ali.son (Susan Keller) from a party to 
prevent him fi'om closing the deal, but the 
joke quickly gets out of hand as the kidnap- 
pers’ past jealousies and rivalries surface. 
With the police now on their trail, the feud- 
ing friends escape back to the fann, where 
another clown is seen stalking outside the 
house, brandishing an axe. Has one of the 
kidnappers turned the tables, or 
is someone else out for revenge? 

The C/ou77 Murders isn’t 
some long-forgotten slasher 
gem, but a twisted balloon ani- 
mal of ail entirely different sort. 
Though laboriously paced, it’s a 
film that simply seethes with 
anger as it unfolds, concentrat- 
ing almost entirely on character 
development and the dramatic 
conflict inherent in a situation 
gone recklessly out of control. 
As with better-known Canadi- 
an hoiTor entries like Rituals, the film draws 
terror not from the idea of a potential mani- 
ac on the loose, but from the confusion and 
paranoia over the identity of the killer, Like 
the audience, the friends are caught com- 
pletely off guard by the long-delayed 
appearance of the mysterious clown - who 
ushers characters inside an electrified chick- 


IHE CLOWN MOBDEIIS |I0JG| 

Starring Lawrence Dane, 

John Candy and Susan Keller 
Written and directed by Martyn Burke 
Image 
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starring Enrique Rambal.Abei Salazar 
and Martha Roth 
Directed by Rafael Baledon 
Written by Alfredo Salazar 
and Raul Zenteno 
CasaNegra 

CasaNegra offers further proof that 
the low-budget Mexican horror directors of 
the 1950s were often just as inventive and 
stylish as their American counterparts. The 
Man and the Monster is the south of the bor- 
der specialist’s latest release, and another 
undeservedly forgotten spookshow that 
offers an engaging new riff on a familiar hor- 
ror talc. 

Mexican B-movie stalwart Abel Salazar 
stars in the film as Ricardo, a Journalist who 
arrives in a small village to interview reclu- 
sive piano maestro Samuel (Enrique Ram- 
bal). But after finding a dead woman outside 
the performer’s door, the reporter discovers 
that Samuel has sold his soul to Satan to 
become the world’s gi'eatest pianist, a deal 
that comes with a hefty price: every time the 
poor musician tickles the ivories, he’s com- 
pelled to play a devilish dirge that transforms 
him into a werewolf-like beast with a lust for 
blood. 

Tliis capable film from genre auteur Rafael 
Baledon {The Curse of the Ciying Womon) 
packs in a wonderfully economic Twilight 
2o«e-like plot of a man who can no longer do 
the one thing he loves most. It’s a fascinating 
concept that unfolds like a whodunit mys- 
tery. peppered with several decent stabs at 
Hitchcockian suspense, including one vciy 
tense scene that has Samuel being egged on 
by a young student to play the music he 
knows will change him into a killer. 

More importantly, though. The Man and 
the Monster features some of the director’s 
most memorable Gothic visuals. Skewed 
angles and shadowy corners fill almost every 
frame, making the film a pure delight for 
MexiHorror fans. It’s just too bad that its 
beautiful chiaroscuro compositions are 
sometimes undermined by jerky and erratic 
^fracking shots - a technical shortcoming that, 


Enrique Rambal as shape-shifting pianist Samuel. 


along with the imdeniably goofy monster 
makeup, prevents the movie from being as 
fascinating as Baledon’s later work, such as 
the aforementioned Ctying Woman (1963) or 
Orlak. el infierno de Frankenstein (a.k.a. The 
Hell of Frankenstein) from 1960. Still, The 
Man and the Monster is a fine classic horror 
release that helps plot Mexico's burgeoning 
influence on the genre. 

Paul Coriipe 

BerreR thjin 
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8LEM FOIUBE |I89I| 

Starring Frank Kowal III, Brad Rockhold 
and Wendie Newcomb 
Written and directed by Brian S. O’Malley 
Cinema Epoch 

Mont}’ Pynhon's pervasive cultural influ- 
ence has its drawbacks; Bleak Future is one 
of them. The obvious product of 
American Python fans with far 
less money and talent than their 
betters, this post-apocalyptic sci- 
fi “comedy” employs the same 
sense of absurdity that Python 
did. but does so with a fraction 
of the wit. The result is some- 
times amusing but mostly atro- 
cious. 

Main ham Frank Kowal plays 
Slangman, the self-proclaimed 
“smartest man in the world” in a 
future time where civilization 
has collapsed and mutants and nomads 
roam the barren landscape of Earth. The 
weedy shyster sells wisdom and 21st centu- 
ry junk in a world where ordinary objects 
like a simple Twinkic can buy you a blonde 


(more on that later). Slangman joins up with 
Atlatl (Brad Rockhold), a former slave 
whose tongue was cut out by the Malathion 
Man (Tom Johnson), a nasty mutant who 
looks like a punk Butterball Cenobitc. 
Together, they journey north to discover 
The Source, a mysterious power that Slang- 
man believes holds all the world’s knowl- 
edge. Joining them on their quest is Femme 
(Wendie Newcomb), a ditzy blonde Slang- 
man buys for the price of the aforemen- 
tioned hunk of Hostess junk food. But is 
The Source simply a storehouse for all 
mankind’s knowledge or. as Slangman is 
warned (repeatedly), is it a sinister place 
which, if found, will unleash a power that 
will destroy what remains of the Earth? 

You really don’t want that question 
answered. Bleak Future revels in its no-bud- 
get glory with a misplaced confidence bom 
of a belief that it’s standing on the shoulders 
of giants like Bad Taste or Mad Max. Travis 
Rindahl’s creature effects 
are mostly impressive, and 
he spills his fair share of 
karo syrup, but mildly cool 
monsters don’t make up for 
annoying dialogue, choppy 
editing and hammy acting. 

If Bleak Future has any 
redeeming value - and 
that's questionable - it’s 
that it never takes itself seri- 
ously. With all the grue and 
bad jokes tossed around, 
some of it’s bound to enter- 
tain. Hell, even Python wasn’t brilliant all 
the lime. That’s not a recommendation, but 
it’s better than a dead parrot. 

Sean Plummer 


but Burke clearly uses the clown to 
^Mghten the emotional anxiety already ignit- 
ed by « Alison's kidnapping, rather than 
embody it. 

While not suited to all tastes, patient view- 
, ers who don’t mind that the title and unfor- 
givably bad new DVD cover art are about as 
misleading as a water-squirting lapel flower 
will discover that The Clown Murders is an 
offbeat but rewarding horror effort. 

Paul Corupe 
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The Spaniard oF a 1000 Faces gets the royal treatment 
in Deimos Entertainment's delexe Pool Maschy series. 




ctor, writer and director Jacinto Molina, better known as Paul 
H Naschy, is the sinQie Qreatest proponent of fantastic Spanish cine- 
ma and one of the few living Eurohorror legends. A patchwork of DVD releas- 
es has revived interest in his lengthy career, but new imprint Deimos Enter- 
tainment is the first to make a concerted effort to release definitive versions 
of the most acclaimed and underrated films in Naschy's vast filmography. 


The first two of six planned Special Edition discs feature stunning trans- 
fers of their international (nudie) versions, with Spanish and English lan- 
guage options. Supplements include the original Spanish credit sequence 
and alternate “clottied" scenes (bah!), extensive stills galleries and comprel 
hensive liner notes by naschy.com webmaster Mirek Lipinski. Best of allj 
Naschy introduces each film. ^ 


Karen is busy falling in love with the werewolf. Thf ■ 
Countess plots to unleash Hell on Earth, and onif s 
Daninsky can stop her. 

Night of the Werewolf [El retomo del hombre- 
lobo, in Spain) is fuii-on Gotiiic Eurdhorror, featur- 
ing crumbling castles, sepulchers ’Siick with the 
dust of centuries, a rampaging werewolf, gallons 
of spilled blood and sexy babes in various states 
of undress. The authentic locales 
and high production values more 
than compensate for the retread plot 
and recycled music cues (the title 
theme is by Stelvio Cipriani, from a. 

^ movie called Ransom! Police Is 
Watching. This stands as one of the 
last great Naschy experiences before 
the deciine of his career in the latter^ 
half of the decade and makes a great 
opener for Deimos’ much-needed Naschy coilec- 


kilier and a pair of leering zombie women rise in 
slow motion from mortuary slabs and kill an old 
morgue attendant with an empty beer can. 
Improbable, silly, yet unsettling - just like 
a good bad dream. 


VEN6EANIIE OF THE ZOMBIES (1973) 

Known in Spain as La rebelidn de las muertas, 
this is one of the more eccentric entries in 
Naschy’s filmography, drawing from 
a variety of genre wells. Written by 
Naschy (but directed by Leon 
Klimovsky), the plot is built on giallo 
' tropes, featuring a black-gloved 
killer who stabs and garrottes his 
victims to a funky lounge jazz score. 

^This is offset by scenes of black 
^ magic rituals, and In keeping wihi ^QH|| 
^^aschy's love of classic film mon- ■BBSra! 
■ feers, traditional voodoo zombies. It 
I Js also notable foLttie actor’s multiple roles - as an 
* \idian holy man named Krisna, his horribly disfig- 
I ured brother Katanka and in one of his most mem- 
I orable makeup jobs: Satan! 

Krisna is a guru to the elite of British society. 
One wealthy adherent, Elvira (Romy Miller), 
retfeate to his country estete after her family is 
attacked by a zorhbie and a masked killer (who 
smash^ an axe In the butler’s face!). Katanka is 
building an army of zombies to exact revenge on 
the powerful society families ./who burned him, 
with the aid of'his brother’s lover (Mirta Miller). 
I- Lawrence Redgrave (Vic Winner) Is an expert in 
«the occult on hand to explain all this muddled 
- ' .magic to Scotland Yard. 

Th!s-stylish*and admittedly bizarre film is unfair- 
ly jegarded as one of Naschy’s lesser efforts, due 
in no ^mall part to the dog’s breakfast of plot ele- 
ments and often inappropriate score. Viewed logi- 
cally, it’s a mess. But as a cinematic depiction of a 
nightmare, it's surreal and creepy. In one scene, 
shot hand-held with a slight fish-eye lens, a giallo 
^52 ftUE Mpli.GU'E 


In a nutshell, Naschy’s ninth 
turn as doomed Polish lycan- 
thrope Waldemar Daninsky is I . B 
HH essentially a remake of his 
l&ll 1 971 classic Werewolf Shad- 

Qw (a.k.a. Werewolf vs. Mam- Wm^ 
pire Woman), with the opening execution 
scene copped from Curse of die Devil iBIS 

In 1600s-era Hungary, Countess Elis- 
abeth Bathory Nadasdy (Julia Saly) and her fol- 
lowers, including a repentant Daninsky, are sen- 
tenced to death for practicing sorcery, vampirism 
and devil worship, Daninsky is fitted with a mask 
of shame and has his heart pierced by a silver 
cross - a fate he welcomes. Four hundred years 
later young “scientist” Erika (Silvia Aguilar) has 
located the tomb of Countess Bathory in the 
C^pathian Mountains and plans to use the 
blood of her two virginal friends. Barbara 
and Karen, to resurrect her. Meanwhile, 
grave robbers inadvertently release 
Daninsky (afong with a familiar plot) 
from his 'grave. Driving through the 
mountains, the three young women are ■ 
saved from murderous bandits by Daninsky ; , 
and come to stay in his castle. Erika success- 
fully uses Barbara to resurrect the Countess, while 
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Strange but enjoyably 
trashy anomaly incorporating several aspects 
that set it apart from its contemporaries. As 
with the Japanese version of Honda’s earlier 
classic, it plays heavily on the horrific atom- 
ic bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, but 
this time, the grim details were not cut out for 
the US release: as the doctors examine the 
heart, an air raid siren roars, bringing a sud- 
den flash and a cascading wall of fire. These 
harrowing scenes were clearly designed to 
demonstrate the firsthand terror of an atomic 
blast to American audiences, something few 
had seen before from the Japanese popula- 
tion’s point of view. They remain among the 
film's most effective moments. 

Western viewers were no doubt more com- 
fortable with the way Honda wove Gothic 
elements into the kaijti fonnula. Immediately 
establishing a different feel for the film, the 
opening credits feature a moody mad scien- 
tist's laboratoiy right out of James Whale's 
1931 adaptation. Later, the young Franken- 
stein is seen lurking in the shadows, leaving 
behind only the bloody remains of half-eaten 
animals. There’s even a startling scene in 
which Frankenstein’s hand, accidentally sev- 
ered during his escape, inches around the 
hospital until caught by Dr. Bowen. 

Perhaps the most disarming aspect of 
Frankenstein Conquers the World, however, 
is the affection that develops between 


Frankenstein and Nurse Sueko. While most 
kaiju characters react to rampaging monsters 
with fear and panic. Sueko tries to under- 
stand the creature, humanizing him in a way 
that had not been done with more popular 
monsters. This friendship results in a scene 
clearly inspired by King Kong, as Franken- 
stein looks in on the nurse’s third-floor apart- 
ment after escaping, while she pleads with 
him to give himself up so he won't be killed. 

In the end. she didn’t need to worry - Toho 
would have never cut a potential new fran- 
chise short, and before long, a slightly 
redesigned (and curiously hairy) version of 
Shelley’s creation returned for the sorta- 
sequel War of the Gaigantiias. It's Franken- 
stein Conquers the World, however, that 
remains memorable for its cross-cultural 
monster battle, and Media Blasters’ new 
release will please even the most hardcore 
mbber monster fan. Along with a wealth of 
extras, the DVD features all three dilTereni 
cuts of the film - the US version originally 
released by AlP. a slightly longer Japanese 
cut and an international version with a differ- 
ent. more satisfying ending where Franken- 
stein goes a second round against a giant 
octopus. It’s a definitive edition that will only 
solidify the film’s reputation as one of the 
oddest horror mishmashes ever iensed. 

Paul Corupe 


WHEN WORLDS COLLIDE 


FMKENSTEIN COIIIEBS EllE WOULD |186S| 

Starring Nick Adams, Kumi Mizuno 
and TadaoTakashima 
Directed by Ishiro Honda 
Written by Reuben Bercovitcti 
and Takeshi Kimura 
Media Blasters 


Aside from 1 962 's Godzilla vs. King Kong, 
Japan’s city-stomping kaiju rarely got the 
chance to mix it up with the monster 
heroes of Hollywood. It's only fitting, 
then, that the very first Japanese-American 
film co-production would feature a battle 
between two titans from two hugely popu- 
lar traditions in opposite comers of the 
world. Reportedly derived from an idea 
that effects genius Willis O'Brien hatched 
for a Kong sequel. Frankenstein Conquers 
the World (a.k.a. Frankenstein V5. 
Baragon) is an undeniably eccentric film 
that completely tosses out Mai7 Shelley’s 
classic novel and sends her immortal mon- 
ster through Toho's radioactive wringer. 

At the end of World War II, Japanese sci- 
entists recover Frankenstein’s still-beating 
heart from a Nazi laboratory. Just as Hiroshi- 
ma is hit by an atomic blast, dousing the 
organ with mutation-causing radiation. Fif- 
teen years later. American researcher Dr. 
Bowen (Nick Adams) is srudying the linger- 
ing effects of the A-bomb with his nurse. 
Sueko (Kumi Mizuno), when a feral boy eat- 
ing up farmers’ live.stock is captured in the 
counliyside. Convinced that the fiat-headed 
teen is a victim of fallout. Dr. Bowen takes 
the boy to the hospital for observation, where 
he inexplicably decides he’s dealing with an 
incarnation of Frankenstein (although he’s 
never referred to as “Frankenstein’s mon- 
ster” here) bom when the creamre’s heart 
spawned an entirely new body. Worse yet. 
Frankie Jr. is still growing and escapes one 
night after reaching superhuman size. 
Chased by the authorities, he’s mistakenly 
blamed for attacks at an oil refinery caused 
by the giant homed lizard Baragon. Eventu- 
ally, the two creatures meet up for a forest- 
levelling battle royale. 

Directed by Ishiro Honda, who had earlier 
kick-started the kaiju craze with Godzilla. 
Frankenstein Conquers the World is a 
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I watch movies to reflect on the messy 
mysteries of the human condition and 
what may perhaps lie beyond it. This is 
the chief reason i find myseif drawn to 
what may be calied fiawed films, cinematic 
enigmas, pictures that often feel hazy and out 
of reach, movies that you keep revisiting in an 
attempt to unravel their gauzy secrets. John 
McTiernan’s 1 986 creeper Nomads is one such 
film. The movie has followed and frustrated me 
for over twenty years and I think it’s high time 
it received some respect. 

During a graveyard shift in the ER, pretty 
Doctor Flax {Countess Dracula's Lesley-Anne 
Down) encounters an attempted murder victim 
who initially appears to be a raving mad tran- 
sient {Remington Steele-era Pierce Brosnan). 
Bursting from his gurney, the lunatic locks his 
teeth into Flax’s neck and whispers something 
en frangais before collapsing, dead. Turns out, 
said madman was in fact a famous French 
Canadian anthropologist named Jean Charles 
Pommier, a man who after travelling the world 
studying other cul- 
tures had finally set- 
tled down into a cushy 
teaching job in LA. 

Apparently, Jean 
Charles discovered a 
vicious band of 
leather-clad street 
punks drifting around 
his home (whose 
ranks include cult 
actress Mary Woronov 
and rocker Adam Ant) 
that were actually a tribe of evil, nomadic spir- 
its hell-bent on destroying those who dare 
cross their clandestine path. The bite that Pom- 
mier gave Dr. Flax inexplicably causes her to 
violently relive the memories leading up to his 
madness, and then in turn, she is slowly sucked 
into the Nomads’ secret, twilight world. 

I vividly recall the frst time I saw this 
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by Chris Alexander 


strange, infuriating mini-mas- 
terpiece on Canadian Pay TV 
in late 1 986. 1 really wanted to 
like it because I really liked 
the trailer (“If you’ve never 
been frightened by anything, 
you’ll be frightened by this!”) 
and I thought Brosnan was a 
suave badass. (Yes, I was a 
Remington Steele fan, so 
what?) But by the time the 
film reached its head- 
scratching, histrionic, meta- 
physical climax I truly did not 
know what to make of it. 

And then I found that I 
couldn't stop thinking about 
it. I began breaking it down, 
trying to decipher what it was 
that made the movie resonate 
so much. I concluded that it 
was the myriad odd elements 
working together to disarming 
effect: Bill {Rockyi Conti’s 
creepy synth and brash ’80s 
guitar score coupled with Ted 
Nugent’s muscular theme 
song “Stranger,” the brain 
scrambling narrative full of 
time-shifting and multiple 
points of view, the compelling 
performances of Down and Brosnan (who 
share only one scene) and the washed-out, 
dream-like look of the film - perhaps inten- 
tional, perhaps the mark of a lower budget. But 
most of all, the picture was intelligent and was 
(to me anyway) a completely different kind of 
genre film, offering no easy answers and qui- 
etly, almost passively, drawing you deep into 
its dark fantasy clutches. 

Nomads was long available on VFIS through 
Paramount Home Video before disappearing, 
only to resurface in a bare-bones DVD from 
MGM a few years ago. Watching it again, it’s 


amazing to think that this was the first film 
from the man who would go on to create the - 
high-octane, low intellect action films Preda- 
tor, Die Hard and the truly terrible 
Schwarzenegger self-parody The Last Action 
Hero. McTiernan’s maiden voyage is a work of 
striking originality, creating an entire alterna- 
tive universe that eerily suggests that what we — 
see may in fact not be there at all. Hypnotic but 
far from perfect, Nomads is a film for those of 
you who, like me, appreciate horror shows that 
get under your skin and stay t^ere forever. 
Alexander out. ^ 
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HEllBLAZER 

Andy Diggle and Leonarda Manco DC'Ve^a 


DEAD HIGH YEARBOOK 


MICR06RARHICA 


MPD PSYCHO VOL 1 

Eljl Otsuka and Siio-u Tajima Dark Horse 
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ohn Ostrander, Flint Henry and Mike McKnne 0 



V ssue #230 of Hellhlazer, Vertigo’s 
I longest-running title, marked the debut 
W of writer Andy Diggle - yep, another 
brave Brit keeping Constantine honest for his 
sins. A former 2000 AD editor, Diggle 
became an it-boy on this side of the ocean a 
few years ago with critically lauded runs on 
The Losers and Swamp Thing, the latter bloat- 
ed title being one that he cleverly denuded in 
order to allow a new generation of writers and 
readers to enjoy the horror character as a hor- 
ror character [see 

DC’s anti-hero, Diggle tells us, needs simi- 
lar pruning - including a shave, a haircut and 
a trip to the dry cleaners for that trench-coat- 
of-many-bloodstains. With artist Leonai'do 
Manco, Diggle promises to give readers 
something they haven’t seen since shortly 
after Alan Moore, Stephen Bissette and John 
Totleben created the character in 1985. 

‘That cocky, fuck you, top-of-liis-game 
attimde Constantine had when he was leading 
the Swamp Thing around by llie nose, that 
was the character I grew up with, but he’s 
gradually transformed over the yeai's into this 
rather sad, lonely, crumpled-looking loser.” 
Diggle complains. “And it happened so slow- 
ly, no one really noticed it happen; least of all 
Constantine himself.” 

A page in Diggle’s second issue finds Con- 
stantine reflected in a pawn shop window, 
catching a glimpse of the man we’ve all for- 
gotten he once was. Certainly, over the years, 
he’s retained his know-it-all puck- 
ishness. Gone, though, is the mys- 
terious charmer introduced during 
the “American Gothic” storyline 
of Alan Moore’s Swamp Thing. 

“Constantine wants to be a play- 
er again,” Diggle says. “He’s sick 
and tired of being played.” Not 
being played means finding a part 
of himself that it turns out Con- 
stantine literally lost, which Diggle 
is taking care ofin issues #232-233 
(out now). 

“I’ll be keeping things grounded, more 
focused on what makes him tick.” Diggle 
explains about how he’s moving forward with 
the rejuvenated character. “It can’t be the 


Apocalypse every issue - it’s Hell- 
hlazer, not Bujfy." He’s only half 
joking. Look back over the 
comic’s twenty-year history and 
you’ll run out of fingers counting 
the averted ends-of-days. 

“Readers have got a bit tired of 
overlong, writlen-for-the-trade- 
paperback type stories,” he notes 
of the series run, which is slated 
for a minimum of two years. Hell- 
blazer lends itself very well to one 
or two-parters. You’ll see charac- 
ters and story threads emerge and 
merge as the stories unfold and the 
over-arching plot begins to take 
shape, but that will be very much 
in the background of self-con- 
tained tales.” 

Ah, the over-arching plot. No 
surprise, given that Diggle’s a 
notorious crafter of conspiracies. 

“I'm playing my cards very close 
to my chest on that one,” he says. 
“Everything’s connected, but 
hopefully it won’t become appar- 
ent how or why for some time.” 

A lack of recurring villains will 
help keep things unpredictable, too. 

Diggle will be using two nemeses 
of his own creation, one he 
describes as a very smooth, wealthy 
British peer, the other a brutal African war- 
lord-shaman. 

“Don’t expect the First of the 
Fallen to turn up to shake his fist 
at Constantine every month,” he 
says. “Of course, in some .sto- 
ries there may be no villains at 
all, only victims. Recurring vil- 
lains get old real fast. It’s like 
Batman and the Joker; after a 
while you ask yourself, ‘Wliy 
doesn’t he just fucking shoot 
him?”’ 

But aren't there editorial 
restrictions placed on incoming writers? 

“DC’s let me have a completely free rein so 
far.” Diggle says, and offers the following by 
way of admittedly astonishing proof “T have 


a story planned where Constantine digs up the 
bones of Jesus Christ, grinds them into a fine 
powder and snorts them like cocaine.” 

Now, everyone likes a good Keith Richards 
joke, but... seriously? What would Rick 
Veitch think, given that DC barred him from 
having Swamp Thing meet Jesus back in the 
late ’80s. 

“It’s true, and I do intend to use it. Whether 
the Powers That Be will let me is another 
matter. ... In the world oi Hellhlazer, belief is 
power, and Constantine is tapping into the 
wcllspring,” he elaborates. “It’s the sort of 
thing that might inflame the Cluistian Right 
but, y’know, what doesn't? Bring 'em on! Or 
as Bill Hicks so eloquently put it, ‘Forgive 
me.”'5 
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Ah, that fine Ime between innocence and 
oh-so-wrongness. Dead High Yearbook 
flirts with the latter but sticks to the former 
- understandable, given 
that this all-monstcr year- 
book parody is part of Pen- 
guin’s young readers 
imprint. It gives its tween- 
targeted audience plenty 
of grue for thought no 
matter how you slice and 
dice it. And slicing and 
dicing is the rule of day. as 
eight short stories (set conveniently around 
the yearbook volunteers) show us the grad- 
ual and complete monstennorphosis - and 
failing that, murder - of every student at the 
school. Characters lean towards manga and 
are cartoonish. but the infrequent EC-quali- 
ty gore is effective specifically because it's 
infrequent. Being a slightly oversized hard- 
back is another nice touch, along with 
blood-smeared page corners throughout, and 
dead/undcad graduation photos on the inside 
front and back covers, respectively. GB 

Originally a web comic on serializer.net. 
Renee French’s {Grit Bath) Ignatz Award- 
nominated Micrographica marks a slight 
departure from the oft-banned underground 
cartoonist’s typical style. 
Still, despite being coated 
at times in a too-healthy 
dose of levity, and with 
sketchbook-style design 
echoing French’s chil- 
dren’s book Tinka, there’s 
plenty to disturb here, as 
it follows the misadven- 
tures of a gaggle of 
diminutive rat creatures traipsing unawares 
across the vast territory of a human corpse. 
■*rd take pain over an itch sometimes.” 
quips one. Brother rat, aside from the part 





where you crawl under the corpse’s eyelid. 
I’ve been there too. GB 

North American horror audiences are 
somewhat familiar with MPD Psycho 
thanks to Takashi Miike’s TV adaptation, 
but the eleven-volume manga that inspired it 
is only now being 
released in translation, 
after a decade of being 
stalled by concerns 
about sexual violence. 

Vol. 1 introduces us to 
Yosuke Kobayashi, a 
detective afflicted with 
multiple personalities, 
one of which murders 
a suspect. He’s soon thrust into 
a mystery concerning a number of brutal, 
creative murder victims bearing bar codes 
on (heir eyeballs. Cannibalism, graphic sui- 
cide. torture and various unsettling images 
including flowers growing from exposed, 
living brains arc de rigueur and deftly exe- 
cuted. As to the sexual violence, the reputa- 
tion is dcad-on - whether it’s exploitation or 
crucial to the stoi 7 remains to be seen in 
subsequent volumes. SC 

When a group of teens makes one poorly 
timed prank phone call.,, it’s no secret 
what’s about to happen. The Secret follows 
the recipe of your standard mid-’90s teen 
horror flick a little too closely: combine a 
cup of sexually charged teen 
social anxiety with a healthy 
portion of genuine suspense; 
add a dash of dodgy story logic 
and chunks of bald exposition 
and let simmer over a low heat. 

Luckily for us hungry readers, 
the expressive faces in Jason 
Shawn Alexander’s otherwise 
dark illustrations provide the 
secret ingredient that gives an 
otherwise bland serving of 
(dis)comfort food a more savoury, sophisti- 
cated flavour - like a hotdog covered in 
Grey Poupon. EG 




DETECTIVE COMICS #622-624 

DC (released; 1990) 





It might seem obvi- ^ . a 

ous in this era of ^ nninrfhf/i 
comic metafiction. % UH^lUvi! 
but John Ostranders 
brilliant three-issue = 
mini-arc in Defecf/i/e 

Comics was ahead f - 

of its time seven- 
teen years ago and 
has aged well f ^ 

enough to fit in 
seamlessly today. 

An upstart publish- 
er creates an unauthorized Batman 
comic wherein the title character is a vig- 
ilante who murders; worse, he’s pos- 
sessed by a demon, and in strange twist, 
the demon’s agenda is to do good works 
{as he punishes only the truly evil), hop- 
ing to get a hall pass from Hell. Heady 
enough stuff on its own, but Ostrander 
includes a "real life” Batman impostor 
also murdering those who he deems 
wicked, leaving the comics at the crime 
scene. Throw in shared pencilling chores 
by Flint Henry (the metacomic) 

— and Mike McKone (the “normal” 
comic), plus demonic covers by 
golden-age Batman artist Dick 
Sprang, and the art more than 
meets the standard set by the 
impeccable script. Best yet: Bats 
manages to solve the murders 
using actual detection, honour- 
ing this book’s often-overlooked 
title. This is about as close to the 
Devil as Batman’s ever been. It’s 
no exaggeration that for these three 
issues he is literally the devil you know. 

GB 
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It's not love if there's no suffering. 
Everybody knows that. 
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Japanese jitters 



Japanese science fiction, 
fantasy and Horror films 
Stuart Galbraith IV 

McFarland & Company 

There’s no denying Japan’s contribution 
to fright flick history. From Rashomon to 
Ringu, the Land of the Rising Sun has pro- 
duced some of cinema's creepiest films. 
This is why McFarland’s decision to reissue 
Japanese Science Fiction. Fantasy and 
Horror Films, Stuart Galbraith's critical 
analysis of Japanese genre movies released 
between 1950 and 1992. is both fortunate 
and frustrating. Fortunate because it's well- 
written and comprehensive, and fmstrating 
because its original 1994 publication pre- 
dates the latc-’90s emergence of J-horror. 

Not that Galbraith would necessarily have 
much to say about that recent phenomenon. 
It becomes clear early on in the book that 
his heait belongs to giant monsters stomp- 
ing through downtown Tokyo, not ghost 
girls with long black hair. For instance, the 
cult hit Tetsiio: The Iron Man (1988). an 
image from which graces the book’s cover, 
is examined in less than two pages. The 
original Godzilla, on the other claw, gets 
seven. 

Galbraith’s approach is somewhat under- 
standable; when it comes to Japanese genre 
cinema, the giant monster (or kaijii eiga) 
film has received far less critical scrutiny 
than artier efforts like Ugefsu (1953). 
Throne of Blood (1957) or Onibaba (1964). 


t.ucha libre companion • a qiallo guide 



Indeed, the author’s love (or at least appre- 
ciation) of creature features like Godzilla 
(1954), Moihra (1961) and Rodan (1956) 
canonizes the likes of director Ishiro Honda 
{Godzilla, Attack of the Mushroom People) 
and composer Akira Ifukubc {Godzilla, The 
Mysterians) alongside Japanese “auteurs” 
like Akira Kurosawa {Throne of Blood) or 
Kaneto Shindo {Onibaba). 

An interesting by-product of Galbraith’s 
analysis is the portrait that emerges of 
Japan’s film industry during this period and 
its relationship with America’s film indus- 
tiy. Long before Hollywood's current J-hor- 
ror fetish, it was the Japanese who were imi- 
tating American sci-fi (Galbraith notes how 
the first half of 1 956’s Rodan, plainly takes 
its cues from 1954’s Them'.). We also gel a 
sense of studio hierarchy: Toho’s Godzilla 
ruled kaiju eiga for many years while 
Daiei’s giant turtle Gamcra came a distant 
second. 

In hindsight, certain key Japanese horror 
titles, including 1988’s Evil Dead Trap and 
1985's Flowers of Flesh and Blood, arc 
missing, but Galbraith’s stated criteria pre- 
vent him from reviewing direct-to-vidco 
features (like Flowers) or films that did not 
receive an American theatrical release (like 
Trap). These quibbles aside, this is a valu- 
able resource for fans of classic J-horror and 
the Big G alike, especially given how many 
of these titles have crawled onto DVD in 
recent years. 

Sean Plummer 



MORTE 


Mondo Lucha a qo-qo 

Dan Madigan 

Rayo 

Can any self-respecting admirer of outra- 
geous culture not be smitten with the wild 
world of the Mexican Lucha Libre? A mad- 
cap mash-up of traditional ringside brawl- 
ing, Universal horror movies and Marvel 
Comics melodrama, Lucha Libre (literally 
“freestyle fighting”) has sparked the imagi- 
nations of children and grown-ups for over 
half a century, spawning a series of skewed 
pulp horror/action movies and a whack of 
cowled, nationally celehratcd heroes, 
including Mil Mascaras. Blue Demon and, 
of course, the one and only El Santo. Dan 
Madigan’s fine new hardcover, full-colour 
reference book Mondo Lucha A Go-Go is 
noteworthy in that it offers a uniquely 
American, wholly nostalgic take on a south 
of the border phenomenon that has some- 
how weaved itself into the collective pop 
culture conscience. 

Like many people driven by obscure 
entertainment, Madigan was bitten by the 
masked wrestling bug at a veiy young age 
(thanks to his dad’s powerftil UHF antenna), 
paving the way for a lifelong, wallet-drain- 
ing desire to learn all he could about Lucha 
Libre. The writer explains that the phenom- 
enon is far more than simply a gaggle of 
hefty dudes in flashy masks and briefs toss- 
ing each other around a padded ring, point- 
ing out that Mexican wrestling instead 
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VANTAGE A GHOST STORY 
Steve Berman 
Haworth Positronic Press 
]^ntage's gay teen protagonist 
laments the mundanities of 
small-town life before discover- 
ing he can see dead people 
(and they can see him), includ- 
ing the ghost of a 1950s high 
school ster athlete. Author Berman amply jacks up 
the suspense as ttie mutual obsession between 
boy and ghost grows, making this another fine 
addition to the queer fear canon. 

Monica S. Kuebler 



GOLD BUG 
Edgar Allan Poe 

Hesperus Classics 
Though not one of his most 
famous detective stories, Poe’s 
The Gold Bug is surely one of 
his most unusual. Among ite 
atypical features are pirates, 
treasures, ciphers, a gold beetle 
whose venom induces avarice, and - gasp - a 
happy ending! The reissued story is accompanied 
by an insightful introduction by Tobias Hill, along 
with two additional obsession-themed shorts, “The 
Sphinx” and “William Wilson.” 

Jovanka Vuckovic 

r.AUNTED HARBOJftw. 

STORIES FROM OLD 
t'L :a sggt;a 
Steve Vernon 
Nimbus Publishing 
Twenty-one creepy East Coast 
ghost tales are recanted in this 
thin 1 20-page collection. Unfor- 
tunately, the stories Uiemselves 
are quite brief and sometimes superfluously 
descriptive, as Vernon chooses not to offer up any 
actual evidence regarding the validity of the pur- 
ported hauntings. As such, Haunted Harbours is 
likely to leave ghost enthusiasis frightfully unsatis- 
fied. 

Monica S. Kuebler 

.5PERS r r -HE L = 

Bob Freeman 
Black Death Books 
Keepers of the Dead will have 
you clawing at its pages long 
past midnight as vamps and 
beasties wage war against 
mankind. Freeman’s imagina- 
tion expertly fuses with occult 
wisdom in order to satiate readers’ cravings for 
blood, adventure and a finale that'll tear the breath 
from mortal lungs. A veritable thrill ride into the 
dark fantastic. 

Richard Hipson 
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oilers a unique blend of athleticism, grand 
theatrics and classic (albeit juvenile) tales of 
good versus evil. In twelve hilarious and 
informative chapters, Madigan gives the 
reader a comprehensive look into a world 
filled with vampires, werewolves, masked 
superman, crazy surrealist movies and high- 
energy performance art - an inspired mix of 
Jodorowsky and Vince McMahon. 

Madigan. who is also a novelist and a rabid 
hoiTor movie fan. has toiled behind the 
scenes in the wrestling world for many years, 
even adopting the professional Lucha handle 
Baron Von Bava. But perhaps his greatest 
claim to fame is writing the screenplay for 
the surprisingly nasty WWE-sanctioned 
slasher Hick See No Evil. Here’s hoping that 
the success of Mondo Lucha A Go-Go posi- 
tions him as the gringo charged with proper- 
ly resLiiTecting the Lucha Libre movie fran- 
chise. Viva El Santo! 

Chris Alexander 

La Dolce Morte 

Mikel J. Koven 

Scarecrow Press 

While books have been written about 
directors who have contributed to the devel- 
opment of the giallo genre, it was the lack of 
a fonnal overview and the general disrespect 
giallos have endured that motivated folk- 
lorist Mikel J. Koven to write one of the few 
English-language books on Italy’s naughti- 


est. nastiest and most delicious genre. 

The term giallo is derived from the popu- 
lar yellow-backed mystery and thriller books 
- Edgar Wallace shockers and Agatha 
Christie tales of murder and revenge - that 
inspired a series of horror films, primarily 
during the '60s and 'IQs. Lavishly sexed-up 
with female nudity, the movies often show- 
cased elaborate forms of trauma that became 
centrepieces and show stoppers, nestled 
between rather banal dialogue and ridiculous 
plot twists. 

From carefully argued positions, Koven 
quickly validates a genre he tenns vernacu- 
lar cinema - basically formulaic movies that 
played tertiary theatres in working-class 
neighbourhoods, in rapid, daily succession 
alongside spaghetti westerns, sex comedies 
and police thrillers. 

Koven’s prose is larded with formal ana- 
lytical terminology, but it’s consistent, logi- 
cal and peppered with the author’s morbid 
sense of humour. Audiences are “sutured” 
into a film’s isolated or inaccessible locale 
after the opening titles, and a catalogue of 
known deaths and murder weapons (span- 
ning pages) reads like an epic Coyote vs. 
Road Runner cartoon. 

More sobering, however, arc examinations 
of morality, sexism, homophobia, product 
placement, modern set decor, the role and 
frequent apathy/ineptilude of the police and 
the amateur sleuth who helps solve the case 
or unmask the murderer. Also dissected are 
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Yg M g eighteen books on film and “If you love the 1980s, you can thank the 
^ m television published since 1 994, Republican Party, and if you dislike the 1 980s, you 

^ Kenneth Muir has rapidly canthanktheRepublicanParty,’’Muirwritesinthe 
become one of our genre’s most book’s introduction. As this foreword suggests, he 
widely read critics. His indispensible 2002 tome pays special attention to the political subtext of the 
Horror Movies of the 1970s earned raves every- films he covers. He examines 
where, and now he unleashes the 800-page Hor- Poltergeist as a yuppie dream ^ 
ror F//ms of ffte 7950s (McFarlands Company), a turned nightmare, while The I 
book that could well be the definitive guide to the Stepfather, Parents and A \ 
horror films of the spandex decade. Nightmare on Elm Street are \ 

“I think horror film was the only place you would posited as a calculated slap in I 
find in the 1980s that was rebelling against ’80s the face of Republican “family I ‘ ^ 

values,” says Muir, who wrote the text with the values” propaganda. He also ■ -i 

help of a handful of guest contributors, including maintains that body image i 
horror novelist Scott Nicholson (The Manor) and issues surface in a variety of : 
film critic MaryAnn Johanson. “You had films like titles from Altered States to An i 
Jack Sholder’s Alone in the Dark and John Car- American Werewolf In London \ 
center’s 777ey/./Ve- films that were actively criti- to The Beast Within and : 
cizing what Reagan was doing. That’s what is so beyond. I ^ 

great about horror: it’s not only transgressive but Muir spends ample time | 
subversive. This was such a conservative time, identifying trends in ’80s hor- 
and mainstream media really wasn’t commenting ror, particularly the slasher film, which dominated 
on things, but horror films certainly were.” the market during the early half of the decade. He 

Muir’s principal thesis is that most genre films connects the rise of the subgenre directly to aspir- 
of the Reagan era were symptomatic of the basic ing filmmakers’ growing accessibility to affordable 
paradox of those times: an atmosphere of bland, technology. 

don’t-worry-be-happy conformity masking fears “People in the ’80s realized. Hey, 1 can get a 
of nuclear war and economic crisis. This view is very cheap camera now and I don’t need any stars 
borne out in Horror Films of the 1980s, thanks to and I don’t even really need talent, all I need Is 
his keen eye for both pop culture and film gram- some guy and a knife and a mask, and - boom - 
mar. He places most of the blame for the decade’s I’ve got a slasher film and a chance of a career 
chasm between “image and reality” at the front based on that.” 

door of the White House, and not without good He goes on to suggest that A Nightmare on Elm 
>■63500. Street and similar films of the “rubber realitv” ilk 
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The sinister Mr, corpse 

Jeff Strand 

Delirium Books 


I With a bibliography that includes titles such as Casket for Sale 
(Only Used Once), Graverobbers Wanted (No Experience Neces- 
sary) and Single White Psychopath 
’ See/fs Same, it shouldn’t be surpris- 
ing that Jeff Strand’s name has 
become synonymous with horror 
comedy - one of horror lit’s most 
overlooked subgenres. Like his earli- 
er books, Strand’s latest offering. 
The Sinister Mr. Corpse, continues to 
scare up the gruesome giggles. 

After another lonely session of 
crying- in his pillow,, Stanley Dabber- 
nath, the sleazy co-owner of 
Demented Wacko Video, takes a 
. walkabout in search of a million- 

■ % doliar'ideatopuii him from the' per- 

ils of his degenerative life. Then it- 
hits him - literally.' Faster than Stanley can say "got milk?,’’ a 
truck veers onto the shoulder of the road, drowning him in a 
mini-tsunami of, moo juice. A few months later, millions of view-- 
ers watch Stanley wake up - decomposed and screaming, - on 
live television; . 

From guii-toting zealots to necrophilia-inclined groupies, Stan- 
ley has ^1 that a dead celeb could want, everything except the 
truth behind Project Second Chance’s, miracle resurrection. Even 
with his lifelong bud and;business partner Martin at his side, a 
gorgeous personal -assistant and a special serum- he must take to 
keep on trucking, Stanley soon discovers that even superheroes 
can have very bad days. ^ ' 

The Sinister Mr. Corpse is’ a fast-paced read which-demon- 
strates the author’s gbility to' switch gears in a heartbeat.. One 
moment .you're choking on the protagonist’s wisecracking 
charm, the next you’re checking your sanity at the whim of 
Strand’s darkest prose. Sure, .he occasionally relies on conve- 
nient tactics when bailing Stanleylout of a jam, but when you’re 
having this.much fun, who cares? 

With loads'of relentless action and characters that make read- 
ing .seem more like eavesdropping, The Sinister Mr. Corpse will 
have even the biggest stiffs among us iaughing all the way to the 
grave. 

Richard Hipson 



genre conventions, which include secondary characters who stay alive 
long enough to convey key information, the fetishistic demise of beau- 
tiful women and those bizarre events that cause a character to go 
bonkers and reveal himsclf/hcrself as the key architect of death and 
destruction. La Dolce Morte is an informed and engaging examination 
of neglected and marginalized films that purposely provokes readers to 
re-examine biases against the giallo, 

Mark R. Hasan 


Ancestor 

Scott Sigler 

Dragon Moon Press 

Aren't 400-pound genetically mutated carnivores with teeth that 
can crunch through bones as if they’re pringles, just the best? Scott 
Sigler’s Ancestor - originally a podcast downloaded by over 30.000 
fans in 3 1 countries - deals with a crack team of scientists working to 
solve humanity’s organ shortage and save thousands of lives. The 
crunch comes when the creatures they produce, known as “ancestors" 
because of their common genetic rela- 
tion to a panoply of lifeforms, turn out to 
be seriously nasty beasts and, as the dust 
jacket assures us, “on the loose and very, 
very hungry,.. 

Promises, promises. Sigler’s book 
clocks in at 228 pages in print and the 
ancestors do not show up in their living, 
breathing, bone-crunching final fomi 
until page 164. That, for anyone without 
a calculator handy, would be almost 
three-quarters of the way through the 
novel. For those readers looking for- 
ward to bloodsoaked mutant mayhem, 
the pages and pages spent agonizing 
over the too-rapid growth of the life- 
forms, the increasing possibility that they might not be the docile 
creatures everyone was expecting (really?) and the gradual revelation 
that crazy people who run large corporations don’t necessarily care 
about their employees, are lacking in suspense and likely to prove 
deeply frustrating, 

There are also a number of promising threads left hanging at its 
close - does one certifiable genius actually implant one of the mutant 
embryos in herself? It’s strongly implied and then, disappointingly, 
dropped completely. Likewise, it’s never explained why a CIA agent 
named “Farm Girl” would happily pass on CIA information to a 6’8” 
Canadian psychopath (yes, you read that correctly). Holes like this, 
together with the sidelining of the monsters (who not only show up 
late, but don’t appear half as often as they should considering they’re, 
you know, the title characters) make Ancestor ultimately unsatisfying. 

If you’re up for it, it’s also available as a free download from 
scottsigler.net, but be prepared for some seriously delayed monster 
gratification. 

Claire Horsnell 
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“A modern day, 
twisted Cinderella 
on crack!” 

- Jeff Breckon 


“H&tlow^n wftn * 
crackheads” 

-Eric Campos - Film 
Threat Magazine 


cul!*c!assifcf 
- Brain Damage 


“Filled with gore 
and amazing 
fight scenes...” 

- The Horror Channel 



TheZombieReview. com 


“a new kind of horror 
film” - Spooky Dan 
- Bloocly-Disgusting.com 


"Wastes no time in 
starting the body 
count." - Jeff Breckon 
-TheZombieReview. com 


“...a bloody*biend of 
horror, heroin, and 
heavy metal.' - Richard 
— DoomedMoviethon.com 


“...this fs*lorrtethlh^ 
you NEED to see!" 

- Doug Brunei! 

- Film Threat 



Sdiact titles availabte at 


amazon com 


-tTiP Hastings .NET E l I x Buy. 


.com 


Join the GOREHOUND FAN CLUB at www.BrainDamageFilms.com 

OR MAIL TO 

B.D.F. GOREHOUND FAN CLUB 5025 South Ash Avenue Bldg. B2 Tempe, AZ 85282 

• S30 MEMBERSHIP FEE TO JOIN • UPDATES ON ALL THE DIRT 

/ AND RECEIVE: AT BRAIN DAMAGE FILMS 

• OFFICIAL BRAIN DAMAGE FILMS • 10% DISCOUNTS ON VIDEO 

BLACK T-SHIRT AND DVD PURCHASES 


FILM MAKERS: 

Send your finished movie 
submission to 
Brain Damage Films 
5025 South Ash Avenue 
Bldg. B2 

Tempe, AZ 85282 USA 


Brain Damage films Arl and Design ;00 7 All Rights Reserved. 
Advertising and piomolional details sudjeci to change withoul notice 


HOME OF THE GOHEHOUNDS • SPREAD THE GERMS 






ettysburg, Pennsylvania is the 
^ site of the bloodiest battle of the Amer- 
ican Civil War. During three days In July 
1 863, the armies of the North and South 
clashed in and around the town, and when the 
smoke cleared, over 50,000 men were dead 
and property damage totalled in the hundreds 
of thousands, 

With so many lives lost, it’s easy to see why 
Gettysburg is renowned as one of the most 
haunted places in North America - simply typ- 
ing “Gettysburg hauntings” into Google yields 
close to 400,000 results. Tales of ghosts, phan- 
tom sounds, poltergeists and other supernatur- 
al activity abound throughout the town and the 
battlefield, which is now a National Park. A cot- 
tage industry of paranormal investigation, ghost 
tours, lectures and books have sprung up 
around it, and the town itself encourages this 
lore. After all, It is good for the tourist industry. 
(The park service, however, views it as a mixed 
blessing and grapples with how to protect the 
battlefield’s dignity from the ever-increasing 
ghost hunts.) 

One of the most infamous sites in Gettysburg 
is Devil's Den, a unique geological landmark 
located right in the heart of the battlefield. Easy 


to find and accessi- 
ble on foot or by car, 
it can be approached 
from the southern end of 
a forested ridge, it’s surround- 
ed by fields on the other three sides; 
if driving, there’s a small parking area at its 
southern tip. Glancing around, you'll notice 
other battlefield sites nearby, most notably Lit- 
tle Round Top (one of two nearby hills that were 
considered strategic positions). 

Walking into Devil’s Den, you might be 
reminded of Stonehenge or the Native American 
mounds across North America, but in fact 
Devil’s Den is a natural structure. Composed of 
moss-covered boulders varying from six to 
twenty feet in height, it sprawls across the 
fields like a granite labyrinth. Explore it at your 
leisure, but be careful where you step because 
there are deep, sunless crevices between the 
rocks. These crevices form natural caves and 
winding passages, and it’s easy to get lost or 
trapped among them. As a result, you’ll notice 
that the temperature at Devil’s Den is usualiy 
cooler than the surrounding countryside. The 
atmosphere feels oppressive, even sinister; it’s 
as if the stones are watching you - and they 
don’t like what they see. 

There are several theories as to how Devil’s 
Den got its name, if you climb to the highest 
point, you’ll notice a natural depression on top 
of one of the boulders that looks like a flying 
horned bat. Some say this simulacrum is the 
"Devil” of name. Another theory, first docu- 
_ mented in 1884, claims that Devil’s 
Jen was a gathering spot for 
snakes. During the summer, the 
rocks literally would be blanketed 
with copperheads, black racers 
and other indigenous serpents. 
Local legend tells of a “monster 
snake,” that nested among the 
boulders. The residents called 
1 the snake “Devil” and it eluded 
hunters for many years, always 
vanishing into the maze. 
Snakes are still a common 
sight among the stones, so if 
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you visit during the spring or summer, be on 
your guard. 

Even before the Civil War, blood was shed at 
Devil’s Den, and ghost stories followed. Accord- 
ing to early accounts from the region, a fierce 
Native American skirmish known as the Battle of 
the Crows' took place between the rocks. Set- 
tlers in the area described disembodied Native 
American “war-whoops” and the sound of phan- 
tom horse hooves. Native American ghosts are 
said to have been encountered amongst the 
stones, along with arrowheads and other arti- 
facts that mysteriously appear, only to disappear 
again. 

Native American spirits aren’t the only pre- 
Civil War ghosts that purportedly haunt the 
locale, though. There are numerous reports of a 
mysterious stranger who has appeared to chil- 
dren and hunters who were lost, stranded or 
injured near the boulders. In each of these 
accounts, the figure always leads the lost to 
safety but never speaks. Many visitors to Devil’s 
Den tell of a dishevelled “hippie" who approach- 
es them or has mysteriously appeared in their 
photographs. The man is barefoot, has long hair 
and wears a floppy hat and ragged clothes. 

Most of the soldiers who fought at Devil’s Den 
during the Civil War - men who came from as 
far away as Texas - did not know of these local 
legends. But the site’s presence impressed itself 
upon them regardless. One veteran described it 
as, “a wild, rocky labyrinth with weird, uncanny 
features.” 

On the second day of the Gettysburg battle, 
the 4th New York Battery was stationed in 
Devil’s Den as the Confederates advanced from 
three sides. Bullets and shells rained down upon 
the rocks, and hand-to-hand combat and close 
range gun battles ensued. Soldiers became lost 
in the twisting passages. As you navigate the 
natural maze, you might feel their claustropho- 
bic fear. When it was over, hundreds lay dead, 
the corpses tossed into the cracks or covered 
with brush and stones. The stench from the rot- 
ting bodies horrified visitors for months after- 
ward. 

Near the base of Devil’s Den are the remnants 
of a makeshift stone wall, but only a few of the 



stones remain today. Three days after the 
historic battle was over, a photographer 
named Aiexander Gardner was taking 
pictures of the deceased. He decided that 
the wall would be a good backdrop for his 
work, so he dragged a corpse, over to it 
and took several shots. Many visitors to 
Devil’s Den report a variety of camera 
malfunctions in this location - dead bat- 
teries, exposed film, etc. - and paranor- 
mal investigators have suggested that the 
dead soldier’s spirit resents the indignity 
of being moved. 

There seem to be as many ghost sto- 
ries about Devil’s Den as there are rocks: 
figures dressed in Confederate grey leap- 
ing between the boulders, the disembod- 
ied cries of wounded men, Union soldiers 
who approach tourists and speak with 
them, then disappear. Some dismiss 
these as Civil War re-enactors playing a 
prank, but others insist the men vanished 
before their eyes. 

Author and former park ranger Mark 
Nesbitt describes one such incident in his 
Ghosts of Gettysburg book series, which 
includes many documented encounters 
of ghostly phenomenon at Devil’s Den. In 
the late 1990s four visitors were sitting 
atop the boulders at sundown. They 


heard men’s voices coming from the 
road. Five Union soldiers limped into 
view, walking slowly, as if injured. Many 
of the men had weapons. As the tourists 
watched, they headed straight into the 
boulders located near the southern peak 
and vanished. 

Sightings are not just limited to 
tourists, either. Many park rangers, histo- 
rians and professors have encountered 
the paranormal at Devil’s Den. And while 
dedicated ghost hunters will no doubt 
find much lore in and around the impos- 
ing rocks, the town of Gettysburg also 
offers a wide range of entertainment and 
walking tours with the spook seeker 
specifically in mind. But be sure to pack 
some extra batteries - just in case. 

Admission to Devil's Den and the rest of 
the battlefield Is free. Gettysburg Nation- 
al Military Park is located in Adams Coun- 
ty, Pennsylvania. The park is open daily 
from 6 a.m. to 10 p.m. April 1 to October 
31, and 6 a.m. to 7 p.m. November 1 to 
March 31. The park visitor centre is open 
daily from 8 a.m. to 5 p.m. with summer 
hours from 8 a.m. to 6 p.m. daily. It Is 
closed Thanksgiving Day, Christmas Day 
and New Year's Day. % 



LITTLE ROUND TOP 

The site of another bloody battle, Little 
Round Top overlooks Devil's Den and is also 
purportedly haunted. 

GHOSTS OF GETTYSBURG 
WALKING TOUR 

Hosted by Mark Nesbitt, this tour features 
many of the haunted locations from his 
Ghosts of Gettysburg book series. More info 
at ghostsofgettysburg.com. 

FARNSWORTH HOUSE 

Located on Baltimore Street, this historic site 
hosts nightly candlelight ghost walks 
throughout the town, stopping at many 
haunted locations. 

JENNIE WADE HOUSE 

Jennie Wade was the only civilian to perish 
during the Battle of Gettysburg. Her spirit is 
said to haunt her home, which is open to the 
public and located on Baltimore Street. One 
of Gettysburg’s most popular and enduring 
ghosts. 

BLUE PARROT BISTRO 

Located on Chambersburg Street, this 
restaurant and tavern is a popular local 
hang-out and has a long history of haunt- 
ings. 
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don’t care about Ghndhouse. I’m indifferent 
to the notion that Quentin Tarantino can turn 
back the clock 30 years - it reeks of con- 
ceit, and it’s as phony as slapping “Quentin 
Tarantino Presents” on the top of a DVD cover. 
It’s as if the film, and by extension the grind- 
house experience, would not exist to us but for 
the graces of Tarantino. That is simply not true 
and the gimmick behind this McExperience put 
me off. 

Consider the myth of the ghndhouse. The epi- 
centre was 42nd Street in New York City, where 
legend has these seedy single-screen theatres 
patronized by hookers and junkies screening 
double bills of dangerous and perverse films 
back in the ’70s. Thirty years on, we lament the 
passing of this cinematic golden age and wist- 
fully fantasize about it. Let’s take off the rose- 
coloured glasses. 

In essence, what has been romanticized are 
dirty old theatres populated by the dregs of soci- 
ety watching damaged film prints projected 
poorly. Granted, that isn’t the whole truth, but 
neither is the idea that the 
ghndhouse experience has 
been lost, and that only a 
couple of self-anointed 
genre gurus can replicate it 
for us. 

I’m a child of the ’70s, but 
a few years shy of having 
been able to see the R-rated 
films of the day. The closest I 
ever got to the ghndhouse 
experience of legend was tak- 
ing in bargain-priced double 
bills of English-dubbed kung 
fu flicks during March break 
at the long-defunct Imperial 
Six in downtown Toronto. I 
loved that place; I saw TheAmityville Horror, the 
first Invasion of the Body Snatchers remake and 
The Changeling there, among others, before it 
closed its doors in 1 983. Like the grindhouses of 
legend. The Imperial Six was built in 1920 for 
vaudeville and motion pictures. It was converted 


in 1973 to the six-screen theatre 1 knew, but 
didn’t have rats, prostitutes or drug dealers in it. 
This doesn’t qualify me as an expert, but it cer- 
tainly grants me more authority than 99.9 per- 
cent of the people currently pontifi- 
cating on the subject. 

There are a few egregious mis- 
conceptions flying around internet 
message boards that need to be 
squashed. First of all, Grindhouse is 
the title of the Tarantino/Rodriguez 
film; “grindhouse” is the colloquial- 
ism used to describe the type of 
theatre that delivered the cinemat- 
ic experience Grindhouse emu- 
lates. Grindhouse is not a genre. 
There is no such thing as grind- 
house cinema; these theatres 
screened whatever films manage- 
ment felt would put bums in seats, 
not specifically sleazy exploitation 
films. A grindhouse is more accurately described 
as a second-run or repertory theatre, and used 
to be the inner-city equivalent of the drive-in, a 
far more ubiquitous type of theatre that is also 
nigh extinct. 

The grindhouse experience has not faded 


away. I can rattle off an impressive list of films 
I’ve seen projected in vintage rep theatres - 
Zombie, Cannibal Holocaust, Mark of the Devil, 
Phantasm, Rituals and 3-D projections of Flesh 
for Frankenstein and Friday the 13th Part 3 
among them. Sure, they weren’t double-bills 
and cost more than a buck, but the seats were 
clean, the projectors and sound systems in good 
working order, and the audiences were all there 
for the same reason I was: to see the films of 
legend the way they were meant to be seen. 

Economics have been the death of most inde- 
pendent theatres, but a few still survive in our 
urban centres. They’ve had to adjust their play- 
bills to provide an alternative to the megaplexes, 
but they cater to genre buffs through mini-festi- 
vals and midnight shows. The problem is too 
many of those buffs pay lip service to the expe- 
rience. I went to see Faster, Pussycat! Kill! Kill! 
and was the only customer in the balcony. Good 
for me, but not for the theatre. The irony of a 
$67-million extravaganza dedicated to low-bud- 
get exploitation films shown in grubby theatres 
playing in thousands of neon breadboxes is rich- 
er than the pair who dreamt it up. The grind- 
house experience is the one you make, not the 
one you fake. 


This month: The Gore-met 
calls out Grindhouse 
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TORONTO AFTER DARK 

FILM FESTIVAL CALL FOR SUBMISSIONS 
HORROR, SF, FANTASY, ANIMATED, 
BIZARRE, FEATURES & SHORTS WANTED 
DEADLINE: JUN. 22, FEST: OQ. 19-25 

SUBMIT ONLINE AT: 
TORONTOAFTERDARK.COM 
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I’lSOLA DEGLI Soundirack 

UOMINI PESGE 

Luciano Michelini 

Fin de Siecle 

Luciano Michelini’s large orchestral 
score for Sergio Martino's L'isola 
degli uomini pesce (“The Island of 
the Fishmen”) was a bit of a rarity 
in 1982, as most genre producers 
had switched to the economical 
and voguish sounds of nascent all- 
in-one synthesizers. Electronic 
enhancements and fusion cuts, 
such as the percussive source cue 
“Rito Magico” and the jungle- 
funkified “Palude" have aged pret- 
ty well. Michelini also evokes a bit 
of moody Morricone and brassy 
Stravinsky in this beautifully mas- 
tered CD, augmented with material 
left off the original LPs. Martino’s 
ambiguous family film was re- 
scored by Sandy Berman for the 
mangled US version (Screamers), 
so it's a treat to finally hear Miche- 
lini’s gorgeous (and very long) love 
theme, plus the slow-building 
“Naufragio" and “Atlantide," both 
bringing some diversity to this 
short but elegant 37-minute gem. 
MRH %%%% 


THE REAPING Soundtrack 

John Frizzell 

Varese Sarabande 

Unlike his prior Dark Castle horror 
scores (Death Ship, ThirteSn 
Ghosts). John Frizzell’s latest work 


GREAnST SCIENCE Soundtrack 
FICTION HITS V 

Neil Norman 

and His Cosmic Orchestra 

GNP Crescendo 

The latest entry in Neil Norman’s 
ongoing sci-fi theme collection 
strays into horror (Halloween), sus- 
pense (Mission: Impossible, 
recorded live in Brazil) and mys- 
tery (Alfred Hitchcock Presents). 
And like many theme anthologies, 
it’s a mixed bag of the overly famil- 
iar, with some original and previ- 
ously unreleased themes (notably 
The Crawling Eye, Robot Monster, 
and TV’s X-Men and War of the 
Worlds), all performed by Nor- 
man’s Cosmic Orchestra. A few 
cues, such as “The Flash” and 
“Back to the Future,” are per- 
formed with orchestra, while oth- 
ers are straight studio recordings 
with a small ensemble of instru- 


GLENN DANZIG Meiai I — T 

The Lost Tracks of Glenn Danzig 

Evilive 

Lucifer’s favourite choir boy is back with a *** ? ^ . ' 

two-disc set of rare and unreleased material. - /;• ' , . 

Considering the lukewarm results of most of ^ 

h\sa\bmsanerDanziglll:HowtheGodsKIII- 
mainly due to the addition of an industrial slant ’ '' ‘ • 

to his sound - these resurrected cuts are a .. 3 , .. 

welcome arrival. “Pain Like an Animal” and 
“When Death Had No Name” (both originally written with Samhain) plus 
“Angels of the Seventh Dawn” are classic Danzig, drenched in his ear- 
lier bluesy-metal sound. Curiosities include an acoustic version of 
“Come to Silver” (originally written for Johnny Cash, who covered 
Danzig’s “Thirteen"), the controversial race war response song “White 
Devil Rise” and goth-metal scorchers “Bound in Blood” and “Crawl 
Across Your Killing Floor." Pour yourself a goblet of wolf’s blood and 
breathe in the sweet bouquet of evil. GP 


Sm5-DEADLY SSIU-DANGEROUS m-DECENT - SS-DU-U S-DRiVU DOA-DEAD ON'SRraVAt 

AUDIO drome 

DAVE ALEXANDER, MARK R HASAN. LIISA LADOUCEUR 
-GARY PULLIN, AARON VON LUPTON AND JOVANKA VUCKOVIC 


for The Reaping mines the theo- 
logical aspects of the film, empha- 
sizing melody over harsh textures 
though some superb tension cues 
do make an appearance on the 
album. A subtle piano motif heard 
in “Katherine Encounters Lauren” 
becomes the skeletal frame in a 
subsequent two-part cue, where 
strings and malevolent brass hesi- 
tantly claw forward before being 
joined by peripheral waves of large 
chorales. The shift towards liturgi- 
cal writing happens around the 
album’s final third, and the score 
takes on a grandeur and sheen 
appropriate for the film (yet Frizzell 
also uses discreet doses of elec- 
tronica). Only qualm: the lack of 
formal end credit music means the 
album comes to a rather abrupt 
halt. MRH 


ments. The crisply recorded 48- 
minute album boasts some warm 
analogue tones, but Norman’s 
desire to reinterpret themes with 
retro synth, thick bass grooves and 
occasional sound effects won't sat- 
isfy purists wanting thematic fideli- 
ty. MRH ^^1/2 


untitled tracks are brooding and 
Gothic and full of flourish - forebod- 
ing horns and piano mixing with 
whimsical vibraphone and glocken- 
spiel to fanciful, fantastical effect. 
Not quite the erotic or demonic 
sound you’d expect to accompany a 
cult film that scandalized with its 
nudity and devil worship, but on its 
own Johannsson’s Haxan is a pret- 
ty magical listen. Comes in a suit- 
ably goth packaging, too. LL 


BARDI JOHANNSSON SoundtraiA 
Haxan 

Bongo Beat 

So many wannabe composers claim 
to create music for imaginary films; 
here’s one that made a fake score 
for an actual movie instead. Ice- 
landic pop star Bardi Johannsson’s 
new disc of original compositions 
for the 1920s silent film Haxan 
(a.k.a. Witchcraft Through the Ages) 
was recorded with the Bulgarian 
Symphony Orchestra. The seven 


CALABRESE punk 

The Traveling Vampire Show 

Spookshow 

When they first emerged from rock 
’n’ roll’s dark side in 2003, Cal- 
abrese immediately established 
themselves as one of the world’s 
best horror punk bands, with far 
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PLANET nRROR Soundtrack 
Various 

Outside Music 

When the first trailer for 
Grindhouse was released, it 
was to the bump and wall of 
“Grindhouse (Main Titles),” 
an immediately catchy 
paean to sleaze cinema that 
made legions of movie 
geeks tight in the pants. No 
surprise then that the 
soundtrack to Planet Terror (Robert Rodriguez’s half of the dou- 
ble bill) features several interpretations of the song, combining 
various measures of sax, synth, sparse piano and other electro 
effects that quote different eras and moods. His tracks with 
Graeme Revell, for example, have a modern orchestral feel to 
them, while the songs done in tandem with Carl Thiel pay trib- 
ute to classic John Carpenter keyboards. As well, touches of 
blues and Spanish guitar mingle with bolder experimentation, 
from star Rose McGowan’s breathy cover of “You Belong to Me” 
to Nouveile Vague’s sly lounge pop stab at the Dead Kennedy’s 
“Too Drunk to Fuck.” It’s an appropriately bombastic collection 
of postmodern madness. MM 


DEATH PROOF Soundtrack 
Various 

Maverick 

Death Proof may be a slow- 
motion car wreck of a film but 
at least we can count on 
Tarantino’s extensive vinyl 
collection. He’s up to his usual 
tricks here, compiling nearly 
forgotten gems, including the 
party anthem “Hold Tight,” by 
Beaky/Dav/Dee/Dozy/Mick 
/rich, the ominous rewed-up Death Proof theme (of sorts), 
"Last Race” by Jack Nitzsche and Pacific Gas & Electric’s fan- 
tastic take on blues standard “Staggolee.” There’s little 
straight-up “horror” content on the disc, but Tarantino does 
darken the atmosphere with Ennio Morricone’s mournful “Para- 
noia Prima” and Pino Donaggio’s “Sally and Jack,” originally 
from the Blow Out soundtrack. It’s another killer mix tape for 
cinephiles - although not necessarily horrorphiles - which is 
only ruined by the inclusion of irritating dialogue from the film, 
particularly a juvenile diatribe about “bitches"-and Jager shots, 
if you can, download it and skip those tracks, ’cause in this 
case the less the soundtrack recalls the movie’s tedious dia- 
logue, the better. ^Ml/2 

Dave Alexander 
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more talent and polish than the 
majority of their devil-locked 
brethren. That said, there’s nothing 
new about the band’s Misfits- 
meets-Ramones-meets-AFI three- 
chord assault, they just happen to 
do it better than anyone else. Of 
course, this means any new album 
by Calabrese is going to come with 
some pretty high expectations and 
unfortunately The Traveling Vam- 
pire Show doesn’t quite meet 
them. This latest effort seems to 
lack the melodies and hooks that 
made older songs like “Shrunken 
Head Kids” and “Blood In My Eyes” 
the classics they are. Instead, 
almost every song here sounds 
identical. Mind you, if you have yet 
to experience the horror punk 
magic that is Calabrese you won’t 
do wrong with this album, but for 
those who know what the boys in 
black are capable of, it’s a tad dis- 
appointing. AVL 



WELCOME TO GIRGUS Punk 
PUNK-A-BILLY VOL. 2 

Various 

Wolverine 

If psychobilly and rockabilly’s alle- 
giance to horror was ever in doubt, 
this massive compilation should 
put all naysaying to rest. A total of 
31 bands from every dark corner 
of the planet make up this slimy 
disc, and at least half of ’em are 
dedicated to the genre. From 
Canuck killers The Creepshow to 
German psycho kings Mad Sin to 
Philly greasers The Young Were- 
wolves, each band stomps, slashes 
and oozes its way through your 
stereo, and there’s barely a bad 
track among them. All of this stuff 
has been released on full-lengths 
elsewhere, so dedicated psychos 
and horror punks may have noth- 
ing to get excited about here, but if 
you’ve ever wondered what all the 
fuss was about, there’s no better 
cesspool in which to take the 
plunge. AVL %%%$: 



:WUMPSGUT: Industrial 

Body Census 

Metropolis 

Emerging after a year of work in his 
music bunker, German electro- 
industrial musician Rudy Ratzinger 
(of Lesether Strip fame) is back with 
a full-length record destined for the 
dance floors of goth/aggrotech 
clubs. Body Census is as pitch-black 
as ever, with eleven diverse bass- 
thumping tracks, from the moody 
“The Beast Sleeps Within You” to the 
barbed, distorted surefire club hit 
“My Dear Ghoul” to the hopelessly 
cheesy “You are a Goth.” Though 
Body Census isn’t as groundbreak- 
ing and hard-hitting as the Music For 
a Slaughtering Tribe CDs, Ratzinger 
does succeed in retaining his own 
sound in a genre that’s sorely repet- 



RWAKE Metal 

Voices of Omens 

Relapse 

Crawling out of the tar-thick 
swamps of Arkansas, Rwake plays 
twisted doom/sludge metal that 
sounds like some hillbilly pagan rit- 
ual gone wrong. With influences 
including Eyehategod, Crowbar and 
Grief, the band follows your typical 
stoner/doom metal pattern of crush- 
ingly heavy, molasses-paced riffs 
and drawn-out track times, then 
layers them with chilling vocal 
effects and a Southern Gothic vibe. 
Fuelled by drugs, hate and insanity, 
Rwake takes dark metal down an 
even darker path, creating an eerie 
and disturbing album that’s both 
inaccessibly heavy and melodic at 
the same time. Recommended to 
misanthropes and backwoods serial 
killers everywhere. AVL MI1/2 
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hile still a relatively underground phenom- pleted by bassist Johnny Montreal and drummer about it by turning her into 'Werewolf Girl.' [In the 

enon, psychobilly, the punkish, ghouled- Franck '0 Brains - began thrashing it out in 2002, song] she was in a cage, got out and hunted me 

up little brother to rockabilly, is at its most releasing the acclaimed debut No Pain, No Brain in down. To me, that’s entertaining on the surface but 

popular. Thanks to the relentless drive of interna- 2005. The recent release of sophomore effort Hell if you read into it there’s a deeper meaning." 

tional scene heroes such as Nekromantix, Tiger /V'Bac/r(whichincludestheentiretyof/\/oPa/n, A/o De la Muerte, who haiisfrom Chile, has seen his 
Army and Mad Sin. many similar bands have fl/a//7 as a bonus) on Stumble Records finds them share of real-life horror, which has also crept into 

sprung up, brandishing double basses, donning stepping up the overall intensity, musicianship and The Brains’ music. “Zombie Walk,” for example, 

costumes or MIsfits-style face paint and singing songwriting while still delivering on _ ^ _ _ has undertones of him witnessing 

about the undead. the aforementioned familiar founda- TT the torture of Chilean prisoners. 

Eastern Canada has become a-particuiarly fer- tion. Song titles cover tried ’n’ true Y' '/ “Millions were killed and buried in 

tile ground for these shuffle-obsessed spectres, psychobilly territory, including “She ' f the desert by their dictators while 

with the likes of The Creepshow, The Matadors, My Devil,” “Blood” and “Bones,” prisoners were tortured,” de la 

The Gutter Demons and the Alley Dukes bolstering with a particular emphasis on all ^ Muerte recalls. “Some went crazy 

the scene. Add Montreal’s The Brains to that list things undead; “More Brains,” because they saw lots of real hor- 

withtheirtwistonthatfamiliarthumpingstand-up “Zombie Walk” and -for when sim- ror.” 

bass line, shifting drum beat and hollow-body gui- pie shuffling around won’t do - Psychobilly as musical therapy 

tar sound. And though they maintain general genre “Zombie Riot.” may be a stretch, but perhaps it explains the 

traditions of horror imagery and lyrical content. On the surface it’s standard monster mashing, growing army of bands with guys in zombie 

The Brains actually take it a step further. Hitting butdelaMuerte.whorevealsthetitletrackonWe// makeup, sporting pompadours, hammering on 

the stage in monster makeup, creepers and tight N' Back is really about one of his ex-lovers, guitars, drums and stand-up bass and snarling 

black denim, they play the part of ghouls who explains that he’s also working through many of horror lyrics. As The Brains’ approach proves, the 

have come back to iife from out of the grave. his personal issues under the guise of horror. genre is a cathartic medium. 

“We invented that story to create a difference "We're not just trying to write gross-out songs “We go on stage and I’m Rene de la Muerte, a 

between the band and real life,” guitarist Rene “el or be overly [emotional],” he notes. “We like to Chilean zombie. We get into our act and it's enjoy- 

Brain de la Muerte” explains. “I don’t want to get meld the two together to be fun yet introspective, able because when 1 take off the makeup I’m nor- 
on stage and just be Rene. I wanted to let go, go The songs are true stories that have been mal again, 1 don’t have to carry on with a role,” 
crazy. The horror - and when we put on the make- changed. ‘Scream for Me’ is about a relationship says de la Muerte. “If you can see death, you’re 

up - makes it fun. We can be zombies or horror while ‘Six Feet Under' is about not seeing my not gonna be afraid of life anymore. Be scared, 
superheroes.” daughter. Once, when I was on tour and my girl- Life isn’t easy these days, that’s the real horror. 

Armed with rickety gear, the undead trio - com- friend was home, she was going berserk. I wrote but you have to make it fun.” 
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GAMES REVIEWED BY ANDREW LEE 


S.IA.LK.E.R.: 

SHADOW OF CHERNOBYl 

PC 

GSC Game World 

Real-life horror and zombie mayhem collide in 
S. T.ALK.E.R., a game set twenty years after the 
1986 Chernobyl nuclear plant disaster, where 
you assume the role of a character known only 
as The Marked One. After waking up in a truck 
full of rotting corpses, suffering from amnesia, 
The Marked One must enter a horrific nightmare 
area called The Zone to find out who he is and 
how he got there. 

Players are plunged into the wonderfully ren- 
dered dilapidated streets and overgrown coun- 
tryside around Chernobyl, where they must complete missions, upgrade 
weapons and constantly fend off packs of wild dogs, vicious zombies and dis- 
gusting radioactive mutants. 

The playing area of this game is huge, so if you’re used to the claustropho- 
bic corridors of titles like Doom, you’re in for a bit of a shock as it’s more like 
“open space” concept games such as Oblivion and will take hours to explore. 

Though there are a few programming glitches and far too many extended 
loading sequences, enemy Al is fantastic, featuring adversaries that lure you 
into battle, flank your position and attack you from behind. S. T.A.LK.E.R. also 
offers online multi-player death match scenarios, but it’s best played alone in 
the dark, where you can fully enjoy the immersive, eerie soundtrack of haunt- 
ing rainstorms, distant gunfire, whimpering dogs and the screams of mutat- 
ed monstrosities. So grab a gun, a Geiger counter and learn how to say, “fuck 
you, comrade zombie" in Russian. 





PlayStation. E o,. 
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PS2, PSR G8A /'t 

Climax 

Set after the events of the lacklustre motion 
picture starring Nicolas Cage, ole’ Flame Head 
has made yet another, equally lacklustre, deal 
with the demon Mephisto - this time to save his 
girlfriend (so romantic!). Now he must battle a 
demon horde threatening to take over the world. 

Armed with a chain and a shotgun, players 
yawn their way through boring combat battling 
enemies that are easily dispatched with a series 
of button-mashing moves you’ll be able to mas- 
elephants. Graphics are crisp and feature some ter with your eyes closed. Getting to ride around on the hell-cycle was sup- 

Frank Miller-styled cut scenes coupled with an posed to be the high point of the game but the clunky controls make it a 


epic soundtrack. There’s lots of blood and gore and a neat little stats page laborious exercise at best. 


that records every head you’ve liberated from an enemy’s shoulders. Graphics are grainy and amateurish, while the soundtrack is ruined by its 


Unfortunately, the linear storyline of the game, which usually lasts about constant repetition. And though the game is filled with flaming skulls and 


six hours, provides little replay value. Regardless, you’ll need to soak the fiery enemies, the only burn you’ll feel is for the money you lost buying it. 


blood out of your sandals at the end of it all. 
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s we approach the centenary of its publication, Edgar Lee 
Masters’ dark treasure of funerary verse, Spoon River Anthol- 
ogy, stands nearly forgotten by all but the tweediest of English 
professors and most literate of goths. Wasting away, perhaps, 
in the shadow of Poe, this brilliant, bleak and wholly unique 
entry in the annals of dark American poetry stands alone in literary history as the 
only narrative told entirely with tombstones. That’s right: tombstones. 

With the exception of an introduction that sets the lonely and windswept 
cemetery scene ("All, all, are sleeping on the hill”) and a “Spooniad” afterward, 
each of Masters’ 21 4 verses is the epitaph of one dearly departed resident of the 
fictional town of Spoon River. The collection of headstone carvings makes up the 
“Anthology” of the title. Here, then, is the history of a town as told by its dead - 
their great tragedies and small triumphs, their private passions and public 
shame, as well as the deep, dark secrets they took to the grave. 

The twisted history of Spoon River winds its way back and forth across the 
stone markers, and the blame laid for who did what to whom can change 
depending on whose headstone is read. The “real” story of Spoon River is some- 
thing of a literary mystery, with the antiiology serving as a kind of narrative puz- 
zle box, to be twisted, turned and examined from ali sides until the truth can be 
coaxed from its pages. 

Indeed, half the pleasure of reading Spoon River is cross-referencing the 
names mentioned in each epitaph, to get each tragic story from every corpse’s 
point of view. While tiie headstone of “Butch" Weldy begins his tale of a possibly 
accidental and possibly purposeful fire and subsequent blindness; “After I got 
religion and steadied down,” the reader knows all too well from a previous epi- 
taph, that before this, in his wild and reckless youth, he raped the “village poet- 
ess, Minerva Jones,” and left her uncaringly with child. 

When Minerva, “Hooted at, jeered at by the Yahoos in the street/For my heavy 
body, cock-eye and rolling walk," sought an abortion Itom the town doctor, she 
died of complications from the then-illegal procedure. Crossing the hill to the 
grave of Doctor Meyers, we see that Minerva’s ruined him, marking him as an 
abortionist, and a faiied one at that. “1 tried to help her out - she died/They indict- 
ed me, the newspapers disgraced me/My wife perished of a broken heart/And 
pneumonia finished me.” Mis wife’s epitaph, however, claims ^at despite the 
doctor's lifelong protestations of blamelessness, he was nothing but a sinner 


who deserved what he got. 

The publication of Spoon River fn 1 91 5 mat1<ed the high point of 
Masters’ literary career, but marked also the beginning of the end 
of his professional life. A practicing lawyer and a poet published 
several times over. Masters had proved workmanlike in both his 
legal and literary efforts. However, the success of the book stirred 
near-immediate scandal and controversy, not just because of its 
condemnation of conventional morality, but because some readers 
recognized more than a passing resemblance between Spoon 
River’s dearly departed and their own real world selves. Many of 
the supposedly fictional epitaphs were, in fact, based on real- 
world events and residents, and the anthology’s scathing con- 
demnation of the hypocrisy Masters saw all around him wasn’t 
welcome In certain social groups. The book gained Masters admit- 
tance to the most elite literary circles of the Chicago Renaissance, 
but it sounded the death knell for his legal career. 

In 1 924, Masters followed up his masterpiece with New Spoon 
River, to significantly less success. He continued to publish verse 
almost yearly, as well as biographies and his own autobiography 
Across Spoon River (^939), but his work never again reached the 
quality or success of the original. He spent his last years living 
alone in a small New York hotel, and died in Philadelphia on 5 
March 1950. 

While it’s rich in imagery and chock full of human drama, pathos 
and tragedy, attempts to translate Spoon RiverinXo other mediums 
have proved troublesome. On stage, the storyful residents of Mas- 
ters' Midwest necropolis have been well-received enough to war- 
rant the occasional revival and collegiate production, but a film 
version has thus far eluded successful adaptation. The Ghost of 
Spoon River (2001) proudly claims to be “based on the Spoon 
River Anthology' but, aside from a main character named Masters 
and a quaint old cemetery central to town life, there’s not a lot of 
the original work to be found. 

Nearly 100 years after its publication, Spoon River Anthologys 
slim collection of epitaph epigrams still sits on bookstore and 
library shelves, like its (mostly) fictional departed denizens, silent 
but waiting to tell Its tales to any who will take the time to stop, 
read and remember. 

Jason William McNeil 



Edgar Lee Masters: Author of Spoon River Anthology. 
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